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DICK    BOLDHERO 


CHAPTER   I. 


EARLY  DAYS THE   KEG   OF  GOLD MISFOR, 

TUNES VOYAGES. 


As  I  am  about  to  tell  my  story,  it  is  proper 
that  I  should  say  something  of  my  birth,  par- 
entage, and  early  days.  About  half  way 
between  Hartford  and  New  Haven,  in  Con- 
necticut, is  a  small,  pleasant  city,  called  Mid- 
dletown.  It  is  situated  upon  the  western 
bank  of  Connecticut  River,  and  lies  upon  the 
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turnpike  which  constitutes  the  great  avenue 
between  the  two  places  first  mentioned. 

About  a  mile  and  a  half  south  of  Middle- 
town,  upon  this  high  road,  is  a  turnpike-gate, 
and  contiguous  to  it  is  a  small  toll-house. 
This  was  originally  called  Hill-gate,  being 
situated  on  a  hill,  but  at  last  it  was  familiarly 
called  Hell-gate.  In  the  house  which  bore 
this  ominous  title,  I  was  born,  about  five- 
and-forty  years  ago. 

Our  family  then  consisted  of  my  father 
and  mother,  a  brother,  named  Seth,  and  my- 
self. Seth  was  two  years  old  when  I  was 
born.  When  I  was  about  two  years  old,  a 
girl  was  added  to  our  circle,  and  she  was 
named  Sarah.  We  were  now  very  poor,  but 
had  once  been  in  good  circumstances.  My 
father  had  formerly  been  a  merchant  in  Mid- 
dletown,  in  partnership  with  his  brother 
Benjamin.  They  traded  to  the  West  Indies, 
with  a  sloop  called  the  Carbuncle,  and  my 
uncle  Ben  used  to  command  her.  He  usu- 
ally went  to  St.  Domingo,  where  he  carried 
horses,  mules,  cows,  oxen,  potatoes,  onions, 
<Slc.,  and  brought  back  sugar  and  molasses. 

From  all  I  can  learn,  it  seems  my  uncle 
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Ben  was  always  an  eccentric  character,  but 
still  he  managed  his  part  of  the  business  well, 
and  the  concern  went  on  in  a  thriving  way  for 
some  years.  At  last,  it  was  thought  best  for 
him  to  remain  at  St.  Domingo,  so  as  to  carry 
on  the  business  there,  and  accordingly  it  was 
so  arranged.  He  took  up  his  residence  at 
Port  au  Prince;  but,  in  about  a  year  after  he 
was  established  there,  the  insurrection  in  St. 
Domingo  broke  out.  My  uncle,  who  was  a 
hot-headed  fellow,  took  some  part  in  the 
struggle — in  consequence  of  which,  he  was 
obliged  to  seek  safety  in  flight  from  the 
island.  Whither  he  went,  we  could  not 
exactly  find  out ;  but  we  were  told  that  he 
went  on  board  a  Dutch  vessel,  bound  for 
Surinam.  From  that  time,  however,  we 
heard  nothing  of  him. 

At  the  time  that  the  disturbances  com- 
menced at  Port  au  Prince,  the  Carbuncle 
was  lying  in  port.  Her  cargo  was  in,  and 
she  was  almost  ready  to  sail ;  accordingly, 
she  took  her  departure,  and  escaped.  She 
brought  a  letter  from  my  uncle  Ben,  very 
hastily  written,  saying  that  his  life  was  in 
danger,  and  very  probably  he  might  never 
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return.  He  went  on  to  say,  however,  that 
he  should  send  a  keg  of  gold  by  the  vessel, 
which  was  of  great  value ;  that,  if  my  father 
never  heard  of  him  more,  he  might  consider 
it  as  his  own. 

You  may  well  imagine  my  father's  dis- 
appointment, at  finding  that  the  precious  keg 
was  not  to  be  found  on  board  the  sloop,  when 
she  came  back.  The  supercargo,  whose  name 
was  Ambrose  Dexter,  and  familiarly  called 
Amby  Dexter,  declared  that  my  uncle  had 
not  had  time  to  put  the  keg  on  board ;  that 
he  was  obliged  to  fly ;  and  that  he  went 
hastily  by  night  on  board  the  Dutch  vessel 
which  we  have  already  spoken  of. 

My  father  continued  the  business  for  a 
year  or  two,  employing  Dexter  as  his  super- 
cargo; but  the  trade  proved  unprofitable, 
and  at  last  he  became  a  bankrupt.  The  idea 
was  then  common  that  the  creditor  has  a 
right  over  the  soul  and  body  of  his  debtor. 
Accordingly,  the  persons  whom  he  owed 
threw  him  into  prison,  where  he  remained 
for  two  or  three  years.  My  mother  was  re- 
duced to  extreme  poverty,  but  she  still  con- 
tinued to  pick  up  a  subsistence. 
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Upon  my  father's  failure,  Dexter  took  the 
store  and  continued  the  business,  and  very 
soon  he  became  a  rich  man.  For  some  rea- 
son, he  seemed  to  hate  my  father,  though  he 
pretended  to  be  very  kind  to  him.  He  used 
to  go  and  see  him  in  prison,  and  promised 
to  use  his  influence  for  his  hberation  ;  but 
it  afterwards  appeared  that  he  had  actually 
bought  up  claims  against  him,  and  caused 
him  to  be  imprisoned  upon  them. 

My  father  suffered  so  much  from  his  con- 
finement, that  his  constitution  was  weakened, 
and  his  health  impaired  forever.  After  his 
release,  he  obtained  the  situation  of  toll- 
keeper,  from  which  he  received  about  one 
hundred  dollars  a  year.  Upon  this  pittance, 
our  family  was  now  obliged  to  live.  My 
mother,  however,  was  a  good  economist,  and 
though  we  lived  humbly,  we  had  still  the 
necessaries  of  life. 

As  I  have  said,  Amby  Dexter  advanced 
rapidly  in  wealth,  and  in  the  space  of  a  few 
years  he  became  a  very  rich  man.  In  re- 
flecting upon  all  the  circumstances,  my  father 
became  suspicious  that  he  had  embezzled  the 
keg   of  gold   which   had   been  sent  by  my 
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uncle  Ben,  and  that  this  was  the  secret  of 
his  sudden  prosperity.  He  intimated  these 
views,  in  a  confidential  way,  to  one  or  two 
whom  he  esteemed  as  friends.  He  showed 
them  the  letter  he  had  received  from  his 
brother,  together  with  the  documents  tend- 
ing to  establish  his  views.  These  confiden- 
tial friends,  however,  betrayed  his  trust,  and 
told  Dexter  of  what  my  father  had  said. 

As  if  our  cup  of  misfortune  was  not  yet 
sufliciently  full,  our  house  was  secretly  en- 
tered, shortly  after  this  time,  by  some  one  at 
night,  and  my  father's  papers  were  carried 
off,  together  with  two  hundred  dollars,  which 
belonged  to  the  turnpike  company.  A  story 
was  soon  put  in  circulation,  that  the  rob- 
bery was  all  a  sham;  and  it  was  generally 
suspected  that  my  father  had  taken  the 
money,  and  caused  the  rumor  of  the  theft 
to  cover  up  his  guilt.  He  was  tried  for  the 
embezzlement  of  the  property ;  but,  though 
he  was  acquitted,  he  was  deprived  of  his 
place. 

Nor  was  this  all.  Dexter  brought  an  ac- 
tion against  him  for  defamation,  in  conse- 
quence of  what  he  had  said  about  him  to  his 
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confidential  neighbors.  A  poor  man's  word 
is  feeble,  and  carries  little  conviction  with  it ; 
while  the  rich  man's  w^ord  is  full  of  authority. 
Accordingly,  in  this  contest,  my  father  could 
•hardly  fail  to  be  overwhelmed  by  his  proud 
and  prosperous  enemy.  He  had  even  lost 
the  papers,  by  means  of  the  robbery,  w^hich 
justified  the  suspicions  he  had  expressed,  and 
thus  he  was  regarded  by  the  jury  as  without 
excuse  or  defence. 

He  w^as  sentenced  to  pay  five  hundred 
dollars,  and,  being  unable  to  do  it,  he  was 
sent  to  prison.  Here  he  lingered  for  a  few 
months,  till,  at  last,  worn  out  and  emaci- 
ated wath  confinement,  and  sick  at  heart, 
his  spirit  departed,  as  I  trust,  for  a  better 
world. 

As  it  is  a  painful  story,  I  shall  not  de- 
tail the  course  of  events  which  followed,  in 
respect  to  my  mother.  It  must  be  suflficient 
to  say,  that  my  brother  Seth  grew  up  rather 
a  wild  fellow,  and  the  neighbors  said  —  ^' I 
thought  it  would  be  so,  for  he  comes  of  a 
bad  father."  At  last,  when  he  was  about 
seventeen  years  old,  he  went  to  sea,  and  was 
not  heard  of  afterwards.     For  myself,  I  went 
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to  school  till  I  was  nine  years  old,  when  I 
went,  as  cabin-boy,  on  board  a  vessel  which 
plied  between  Middletown  and  New  York. 
Here  I  continued  for  several  years  —  though 
I  was  often  beaten  because,  they  said,  I  be- 
longed to  a  bad  family.  They  seemed  to 
think  I  could  do  nothing  right.  However,  I 
bore  it  all,  and  grew  up  a  sailor.  When  I 
was  about  fifteen,  I  went  on  a  voyage  to  St. 
Domingo,  and  was  instructed  by  my  mother 
to  make  inquiries  about  my  uncle  at  Port 
au  Prince.  This  I  did;  but  as  it  was  about 
twenty  years  since  the  events  occurred  which 
I  have  mentioned,  I  could  hear  nothing  of 
him. 

After  my  return,  I  made  several  other 
voyages,  and  was  soon  able  to  do  some- 
thing towards  the  support  of  my  mother 
and  sister.  At  last  I  went  upon  a  voyage 
which  produced  results  which  may  be 
interesting  to  the  reader.  I  shall  give  an 
account  of  it  in  the  next  chapter. 


DICK    BOLDHERO. 


15 


CHAPTER  II. 


A    JOURNEY 


ADVENTURES    IN    SURINAM. 


Being  now  about  seventeen  ye-ars  old,  and 
having  the  reputation  of  being  a  pretty  good 
sailor,  I  was  offered  a  berth  on  board  a  ves- 
sel that  was  going  to  Surinam,  a  Dutch  set- 
tlement in  South  America.  This  I  accepted, 
not  only  because  the  pay  was  liberal,  but  I 
had  a  vague  notion  that  I  might  there  hear 
something  of  my  uncle  Ben ;  for  we  had 
always  understood  that  when  he  left  St.  Do- 
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mingo  he  sailed  for  that  place.  My  mother 
seemed  always  to  have  a  kind  of  faith  that 
he  was  alive,  and  she  hoped  I  might  hear  of 
him  at  Surinam.  We  set  sail  in  November, 
our  vessel  being  a  brig,  called  the  Sheldrake. 
We  proceeded  for  some  time  on  our  voyage 
without  any  remarkable  occurrence. 

When  we  began  to  approach  the  coast  of 
South  America,  I  could  not  but  be  struck 
with  the  splendor  of  the  stars  at  night.  In 
those  southern  latitudes,  we  see  a  different 
set  of  stars  from  those  which  are  visible  in 
New  England,  and  many  of  the  groups  are 
exceedingly  brilliant.  The  beauty  of  a  trop- 
ical night,  especially  at  sea,  even  when  the 
moon  is  not  visible,  can  scarcely  be  con- 
ceived. The  waves  of  the  ocean  are  flash- 
ing with  phosphoric  light,  and  to  such  a 
degree  as  to  throw  a  lustre  upon  the  sides 
of  the  ship.  The  stars  are  of  sufficient  bril- 
liancy to  light  up  the  atmosphere,  giving  to 
all  the  objects,  above  and  around,  an  aspect 
of  peculiar  loveliness. 

Surinam  is  part  of  a  great  country  called 
Guiana,  which  forms  the  north-eastern  corner 
of  the  South  American  continent,  and  belongs 
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—  a  part  to  England,  a  part  to  France,  and 
Surinam  to  Holland.  It  is  a  low,  level  re- 
gion, presenting  not  a  single  hill  or  highland 
for  two  or  three  hundred  miles.  When  we 
approached  the  coast,  I  saw  the  land;  noth- 
ing, however,  was  presented  to  the  view  but 
a  line  of  trees  edging  the  shore  as  far  as  the 
eye  could  reach.  Not  a  house  was  visible ; 
nor,  indeed,  any  other  object  which  could 
give  us  the  least  intimation  as  to  what  part 
of  the  coast  we  had  reached.  We  kept  off 
the  shore,  and  proceeded  south-eastward, 
keeping  the  land  in  view. 

As  we  were  proceeding  in  this  manner,  a 
smart  gale  sprang  up  one  night,  and,  in  spite 
of  our  efforts  to  keep  off,  we  were  driven  in 
toward  the  land.  In  the  morning  we  struck 
the  bottom,  and  soon  found  that  we  were 
stuck  fast  in  the  mud-bank  which  extends 
out  three  or  four  miles  to  sea,  along  the 
whole  coast  of  Guiana.  It  was  now  Decem- 
ber, a  time  when  the  whole  face  of  nature 
is  wrapped  in  snow  in  New  England ;  but 
where  we  were,  the  heat  was  excessive. 

After  about  two  days,  we  contrived  to 
work  our  brig  out  of  the  mud,  and  once  more 
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proceeded  on  our  course.  At  last  we  saw 
a  house  upon  the  land ;  and  the  captain, 
coming  to  an  anchor,  sent  a  boat  ashore, 
to  inquire  whereabouts  we  were.  The  an- 
swer was,  that  we  were  near  the  mouth  of 
the  river  Courantin,  about  a  hundred  miles 
west  of  Paramaribo,  to  which  place  we  were 
bound.  This  was  very  agreeable  news.  We 
now  proceeded  cheerfully  on  our  way ;  and  in 
the  course  of  two  days  we  could  perceive,  by 
the  appearance  of  the  water,  that  we  were 
near  the  mouth  of  a  large  river.  This  we 
knew  to  be  the  Surinam;  and  now,  pursu- 
ing a  southerly  course,  soon  found  ourselves 
at  the  wharf  of  Paramaribo. 

I  had  been  a  great  deal  around  the  world, 
and  seen  a  great  many  beautiful  places ;  but 
never  was  I  more  delighted  than  when  I 
walked  about  this  little  city.  It  is  not  larger 
than  Providence,  in  Rhode  Island,  having 
only  twenty  thousand  inhabitants ;  but  the 
streets  are  long,  straight,  and  broad,  and  are 
lined  with  the  most  beautiful  trees  that  can 
be  imagined.  These  are  of  various  kinds  — 
such  as  oranges,  lemons,  shaddocks,  tama- 
rinds, &c.     At  all  seasons  of  the  year,  they 
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are  bending  with  fruit,  and  yet  covered  with 
blossoms.  The  air  is  at  all  times  filled  with 
perfume,  especially  at  night. 

The  inhabitants  are  generally  Dutch.  The 
houses  are  for  the  most  part  of  wood,  but 
they  are  of  a  curious  fashion,  having  very 
heavy  cornices,  with  abundance  of  queer  or- 
naments. Nothing  can  present  a  stronger 
contrast  than  do  the  people  in  these  streets 
to  those  of  New  England.  In  the  latter 
place,  there  is  great  uniformity ;  in  the  for- 
mer, all  is  variety.  Here  you  may  see  the 
old  Dutch  planters,  with  their  huge  trousers 
and  broad-brimmed  hats ;  sailors  from  all 
countries ;  soldiers,  Jews,  Indians,  and  Ne- 
groes. The  dresses  of  these  people  strike  a 
Yankee  as  being  exceedingly  droll ;  and  at 
first,  I  could  not  help  laughing  at  almost 
every  body  I  met.  By  degrees,  the  singu- 
larity of  things  around  me  wore  oflf,  and  I 
became  accustomed  to  the  manners  of  the 
place.  The  river  before  the  town  of  Para- 
maribo is  at  least  a  mile  in  width  ;  and  as 
there  are  a  great  many  boats  and  barges 
constantly  plying  upon  its  surface,  the  scene 
it  presents  is  of  a  very  lively  character. 
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The  soil  of  Guiana  is  among  the  richest  in 
the  world.  The  land  lies  so  low  that  it  is 
necessary  to  build  dikes,  for  the  purpose  of 
keeping  out  the  sea  and  the  inundations  of 
the  rivers.  The  chief  productions  are  coffee, 
sugar,  cocoa,  cotton,  and  indigo.  It  also 
produces  ginger,  pepper,  cloves,  nutmegs, 
castor  oil,  &c.  The  object  of  our  voyage 
was  to  obtain  coffee  and  spices.  There  is 
no  country  in  the  world  more  rich  in  its 
fruits.  Yams,  sweet  potatoes,  bananas,  and 
the  cocoa-nut,  are  produced  in  abundance. 
Oranges,  lemons,  limes,  figs,  shaddocks, 
melons  of  many  kinds,  and  other  delicious 
fruits,  abound. 

Nothing  can  equal  the  luxuriance  of  the 
flowering  shrubs  and  plants.  Many  of  these 
are  of  gigantic  stature.  The  trees  often  grow 
to  a  great  height,  and  thousands  of  bright- 
winged  birds  seem  to  live  a  life  of  perpetual 
bliss  amid  the  perfume  that  is  shed  from  their 
perennial  blossoms. 

As  soon  as  I  had  become  a  little  ac- 
quainted with  the  town,  I  began  to  make 
inquiry  about  my  uncle.  I  could,  however, 
hear  nothing  of  him,   until,  at  last,  an  old 
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sailor  told  me  that  he  remembered  him 
perfectly  well ;  that  he  came  from  Port  au 
Prince  to  Paramaribo  almost  twenty  years 
before,  where  he  remained  only  two  or  three 
years.  The  man  could  give  me  no  further 
information  about  him.  He  told  me,  how- 
ever, that  there  was  an  Englishman  residing 
up  in  the  country  about  a  hundred  miles, 
who  had  had  some  business  with  my  uncle, 
and  could  tell  me  all  about  him.  As  our  ves- 
sel was  likely  to  be  detained  about  a  month, 
I  got  permission  of  the  captain  to  go  and  see 
this  man  to  whom  I  was  referred  for  infor- 
mation respecting  my  uncle. 

I  set  out  on  foot,  and  pursued  my  way 
along  the  banks  of  the  river  Surinam.  The 
road  was  roughly  paved  with  stones,  and 
heavy  wagons  were  frequently  passing  to  and 
fro  upon  it.  Although  I  was  in  a  strange 
country,  I  felt  no  concern,  for  I  was  naturally 
of  a  fearless  disposition,  and  beside,  I  was 
armed  with  a  cudgel  in  my  hand  and  a  pistol 
under  my  belt.  So  far,  indeed,  was  I  from 
fear,  that  I  felt  a  sort  of  pleasant  excitement 
in  my  present  adventure.  The  strange  ap- 
pearance  of  every  thing  around  me  rather 


22  DICK    BOLDHERO. 

excited  than  saddened  my  mind.  The  trees, 
the  shrubs,  the  very  birds,  the  whole  aspect 
of  nature ;  the  forms  of  the  houses  that  I 
occasionally  met;  the  dress  of  the  inhabit- 
ants, all  reminded  me  that  I  was  far  from 
my  own  country — that  I  was  a  stranger  in 
a  strange  land ;  but  still  I  was  light  of  heart, 
and,  whistling  Yankee  Doodle,  I  plodded 
bravely  on. 

I  had  set  out  before  sunrise,  and  by  ten 
o'clock  had  travelled  more  than  a  dozen 
miles.  Finding  myself  weary,  I  turned  off 
the  road,  and  seated  myself  on  the  bank  of 
the  river,  beneath  the  shade  of  a  large  tree. 
Here  I  sat  for  some  time,  listening  to  the 
incessant  chatter  of  parrots  and  macaws 
over  my  head,  and  observing  the  humming- 
birds that  were  buzzing  among  the  flower- 
ing shrubs. 

At  last  I  fell  asleep,  as  little  dreaming  of 
danger  as  if  I  were  taking  a  nap,  of  a 
summer  day,  upon  the  banks  of  the  Con- 
necticut River.  I  slept  soundly  for  some 
time ;  but  at  last  I  began  to  dream  about  a 
great  many  strange  things.  I  fancied  that  I 
was  wandering  in   a  distant   land  —  that  I 
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finally  came  to  a  great  cavern,  which  I  en- 
tered—  that  T  was  weary  and  laid  myself 
down  to  repose  —  that  a  horrid  monster  stole 
upon  me  in  my  helpless  condition,  and  was 
about  to  rend  me  in  pieces.  I  dreamed  that 
I  attempted  to  rise  and  escape,  but  that  I 
could  not  stir.  Such  at  last  was  the  horror 
of  my  mind,  that  I  screamed  aloud,  and  at 
the  instant  awoke  from  my  sleep. 


What  was  my  dismay  to  discover  that  my 
dream  was  almost  a  reality !  At  the  distance 
of  about  twenty  feet  I  saw  an  enormous  alli- 
gator, with  his  jaws  already  distended,  ready 
to  press  me  in  his  fangs.     He  was  slowly 
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Stealing  upon  me ;  but  as  I  moved,  he  rushed 
forward,  his  enormous  tail  brandished  in  the 
air,  and  his  claws  spread,  as  if  ready  to  grap- 
ple me.  Quick  as  thought,  I  leaped  from 
the  ground,  and  at  a  single  bound  placed 
myself  behind  the  trunk  of  the  tree  beneath 
which  I  had  been  sleeping.  The  monster 
perceived  that  he  was  foiled  in  his  main 
object;  but  unluckily  I  had  left  my  wallet, 
containing  a  loaf  of  bread  and  some  cold 
meat,  upon  the  ground  where  I  had  lain. 
The  creature  picked  this  up  in  his  mouth, 
and  wheeling  heavily  round,  marched  down 
the  bank,  and  plunged  into  the  water.  At 
first,  I  was  quite  satisfied  to  have  escaped 
with  my  life;  but  I  soon  began  to  lament 
the  loss  of  my  dinner.  It  was  in  vain, 
however,  to  repine,  so  I  seized  my  cudgel 
and  proceeded  on  my  journey. 
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CHAPTER   III. 

JOURNEY    CONTINUED A    PLANTATION A    TER 

RIBLE    APPARITION. 

As  evening  approached,  I  found  myself 
quite  fatigued,  and  my  feet  almost  blistered 
from  the  heat  of  the  ground.  I  was,  there- 
fore, very  glad  to  see  a  coftee  plantation 
lying  to  the  right,  and  about  a  mile  distant. 
Thither  I  went,  and  applied  to  some  of  the 
negroes  for  a  night's  lodging;  but  found, 
however,  that  not  one  of  them  could  speak 
a  word  of  English  —  Dutch  being  the  only 
language  with  which  they  were  acquainted. 
Several  of  them  got  round  me,  chattering 
like  so  many  magpies. 

Finding  it  impossible  to  make  them  under- 
stand by  words,  I  resorted  to  signs.  I  sup- 
pose I  must  have  been  a  pretty  good  mimic, 
for  they  seemed  to  understand  me  at  once, 
and  burst  into  the  most  uproarious  fits  of 
laughter.  They  finally  concluded  to  take 
me  to  their  master,  whom  I  found  to  be  a 

I 
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great  stout  man,  with  a  swarthy  complexion 
and  a  farmer-hke  appearance ;  but  he,  being 
a  Dutchman,  could  speak  no  English.  The 
negroes,  however,  interpreted  my  wishes,  and 
the  planter  gave  immediate  directions  to  have 
me  taken  good  care  of.  I  was  accordingly 
carried  off  in  triumph  by  my  sable  friends, 
who  treated  me  as  well  as  if  I  had  been  an 
emperor. 

I  never  saw  such  a  merry,  kind-hearted 
set  of  fellows.  They  got  some  whaler,  and 
one  of  them  washed  my  sore  feet ;  another 
brought  me  a  bowl  of  milk,  and  a  third  spread 
my  bed.  After  I  had  rested  for  half  an  hour, 
I  was  called  to  supper,  and  took  my  meal 
with  the  planter  and  his  family.  They  were 
all  very  kind  and  polite.  There  was  one 
black-eyed  girl,  —  the  planter's  daughter,  as 
I  supposed, — whom  I  thought  very  hand- 
some, but  very  different  from  our  New  Eng- 
land girls.  Her  complexion  was  extremely 
dark ;  her  hair  black  as  jet,  her  skin  being 
quite  of  an  olive  color.  When  her  features 
were  at  rest,  her  countenance  was  pensive, 
almost  sad ;  but  the  moment  she  spoke,  there 
was  a  flash  of  cheerfulness  over  her  whole 
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countenance.  I  stole  several  glances  at  her  ; 
but  being  only  a  poor  sailor,  I  deemed  this  a 
kind  of  theft,  and  tried  hard  not  to  be  de- 
tected. I  noticed,  however,  that  the  maiden 
caught  me  looking  at  her  several  times.  I 
expected  she  would  be  angry,  but  this  was 
far  from  being  the  case. 

The  habitation  of  the  planter  was  very 
different  from  a  snug  New  England  dwelling. 
In  this  delicious  climate  there  is  a  perpetual 
summer.  No  frost,  no  snow,  no  blustering 
Boreas,  ever  comes  to  chill  the  inhabitants, 
to  destroy  the  vegetation,  or  interrupt  the 
genial  course  of  nature.  Little  is  needed 
for  the  comfort  of  the  inhabitants,  in  respect 
to  a  dwelling,  but  a  mere  shelter.  The 
planter's  residence  consisted  of  three  or  four 
distinct  buildings,  of  irregular  shape  and  ar- 
rangement. One  was  of  brick,  and  covered 
with  tiles;  the  rest  were  of  wood,  and  had 
more  the  appearance  of  cattle-sheds  than 
human  dwellings.  There  were  no  chimneys, 
and  the  windows  consisted  of  openings  with- 
out glass. 

When  it  came  night,  I  was  put  into  one  of 
these  buildings.     We  ascended  to  a  second 
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loft  by  a  ladder,  and  I  laid  down  upon  a 
bed  which  consisted  of  straw.  Feeling  very 
weary,  I  soon  fell  asleep.  I  continued  in 
a  sound  repose  for  several  hours,  when,  at 
last,  I  awoke  suddenly.  It  seemed  as  if  I 
had  heard  some  one  whispering  to  me,  and, 
in  a  sort  of  dream,  I  fancied  that  it  was  the 
black-eyed  daughter  of  the  planter.  But 
when  I  was  fully  awake,  and  rose  up  in 
my  bed,  my  amazement  at  what  I  beheld 
was  indescribable. 

The  moon  was  shining  very  brightly,  and 
lighted  the  large  barn-like  apartment  in  such 
a  manner,  that  I  could  see  almost  every 
object  with  distinctness.  Above  me,  amid 
the  dusky  shadows  of  the  room,  I  beheld  a 
creature  of  the  most  extraordinary  aspect. 
It  seemed  to  have  the  head  of  a  rhinoceros, 
with  most  enormous  ears,  the  body  of  a  bird, 
and  the  legs  of  an  alligator.  It  had  im- 
mense wings,  shaped  like  those  of  a  bat. 
To  my  excited  imagination,  the  creature 
seemed  as  big  as  an  ox ;  and  as  I  gazed  upon 
it,  it  seemed  to  wave  its  prodigious  wings, 
and  grin  at  me  with  a  sneering  and  mali- 
cious expression.  ^^ 
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My  first  idea  was,  that  it  was  a  mere 
nightmare ;  but  when  I  recollected  that  I 
was  in  a  strange  country,  and  moreover 
remembered  the  adventure  of  the  alligator, 
which  had  so  recently  occurred,  I  began  to 
conceive  that  it  must  be  a  reality.  "  There  is 
no  harm,  at  least,"  thought  I,  ^'  in  being  pre- 
pared for  the  worst."  Accordingly,  I  reached 
out  my  hand,  and  seized  my  cudgel.  I  then 
laid  down  upon  my  bed,  and,  keeping  my  eye 
fixed  upon  the  grisly  apparition,  held  myself 
ready  for  what  might  happen.  I  kept  my- 
self perfectly  still,  and  at  last  the  creature 
spread  its  wings  and  began  to  make  a  circuit 
through  the  upper  regions  of  the  apartment. 
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Round  and  round  it  went,  upon  a  noise- 
less wing,  and  at  last  began  to  make  a  dip 
at  me.  Never  shall  I  forget  the  sensations 
of  that  horrible  moment !  The  very  uncer- 
tainty, whether  it  was  a  reality,  or  some 
grisly  phantom  of  the  brain,  seemed  to  in- 
crease my  agitation.  Could  I  have  been  sure 
that  it  was  a  thing  of  flesh  and  blood,  I 
should  have  been  ready  to  give  it  battle. 
But  the  doubt,  whether  it  was  a  being  of 
this  world  or  another,  seemed  to  freeze  my 
blood.  I  grasped  my  cudgel,  but  my  arm 
was  paralyzed. 

Thus  I  lay  for  several  moments,  while  the 
spectre  wheeled  round  and  round,  at  every 
evolution  stooping  lower  and  lower,  as  he 
came  near  the  place  where  I  lay.  At  last  he 
paused  in  his  flight,  and  hovered  over  the 
foot  of  my  bed.  I  could  distinctly  feel  his 
claws  upon  my  feet,  as  well  as  the  fanning 
of  his  wings,  which  were  kept  constantly  in 
motion.  The  sensation  restored  my  reason 
and  my  strength.  I  partially  arose  in  my 
bed,  and  struck  a  furious  blow  with  my  cane 
at  the  monster.  It  took  eflfect,  and  he  fell 
lifeless  to  the  floor.     What  was  my  surprise. 
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on  going  to  the  spot  where  the  creature  lay, 
to  discover  that  what  my  excited  fancy  had 
exaggerated  to  the  seeming  dimensions  of  a 
winged  ox,  was,  in  fact,  not  bigger  than  a 
crow  !  It  was  one  of  the  huge  bats  common 
to  Guiana,  and  known  by  the  name  of  the 
Vampire.  He  had  no  doubt  come  to  see  how 
a  little  blood  drawn  out  of  a  Yankee  boy's 
great  toe  would  taste.  But  the  fellow  was 
mistaken  in  his  customer. 

I  now  laid  myself  down  upon  my  bed, 
but  it  was  in  vain  that  I  attempted  to  sleep. 
I  lay  for  several  hours,  and  finding  it  im- 
possible to  repose,  I  went  to  the  window  and 
looked  forth  upon  the  scene.  The  moon 
was  shining  with  wonderful  brightness,  and 
from  the  eminence  on  which  the  plantation 
stood,  I  had  a  distinct  view  of  the  surround- 
ing country.  The  river  Surinam  shone  like 
silver  in  the  distance ;  the  air  was  filled  with 
spicy  fragrance  ;  and  a  kind  of  dazzling  light, 
or  silvery  mist,  seemed  to  be  diffused  through- 
out the  whole  space  beneath  the  sky.  The 
whole  aspect  of  nature  and  of  the  objects 
around  me  was  strange,  yet  lovely.  There 
was  a  balmy  softness  in  the  atmosphere,  a 


32  DICK    BOLDHERO. 

kind  of  twilight  splendor  over  the  face  of 
nature,  which  excited  my  admiration,  and, 
at  the  same  time,  gave  me  a  sort  of  pensive 
and  lonely  feeling,  at  the  idea  that  I  was 
far,  very  far,  from  my  home. 

I  remained  at  the  window  looking  out 
at  the  scene  for  some  time.  At  last  the 
morning  came,  and  before  the  sun  had  risen, 
I  went  forth  into  the  fields.  An  immense 
extent  of  ground,  belonging  to  the  planta- 
tion, was  covered  with  coffee  trees.  These 
were  about  ten  feet  in  height,  planted  in 
rows  at  the  distance  of  about  ten  feet  from 
each  other.  They  somewhat  resemble  the 
peach  tree ;  but  the  leaves  are  longer,  nar- 
rower, and  highly  varnished.  These  trees, 
or  rather  shrubs,  are  evergreens,  and  pro- 
duce fruit  when  they  are  about  four  years 
old.  They  live  to  a  great  age — sometimes 
a  hundred  years.  They  were  now  covered 
with  large  bunches  of  white  blossoms,  which 
gave  forth  a  sweet  odor.  The  coffee-berry 
grows  in  a  kind  of  fruit,  which  is  red  when 
ripe,  and  has  a  very  beautiful  appearance 
upon  the  trees. 

After  looking  about  the  grounds  for  a 
short   time,  I  was   returning  to   the   house, 
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when  I  met  the  black-eyed  daughter  of  the 
planter.  She  bade  me  good  morning,  in 
EngHsh,  and,  to  my  joy  and  surprise,  I  found 
that  she  knew  a  few  words  of  that  language. 
We  tried  to  enter  into  conversation,  but 
without  much  success.  She  asked  me  my 
name;  and  when  I  told  her  it  was  Dick 
Boldhero,  she  manifested  much  surprise  and 
interest.  She  spoke  with  great  earnestness, 
and  seemed  to  have  an  intense  desire  to 
know  something  more.  At  last  I  saw  the 
tears  come  down  her  cheeks,  and  I  felt  an 
emotion  which  I  cannot  describe.  After  a 
time  we  separated,  and  having  taken  break- 
fast, I  bade  adieu  to  the  plantation,  and 
set  forward  upon  my  journey. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

VARIOUS      PLANTATIONS DROLL      AND      DANGER- 
OUS    ADVENTURES. 

As  I  pursued  my  journey  along  the  banks 
of  the  Surinam,  I  met  with  frequent  planta- 
tions of  coffee,  sugar-cane,  cotton,  and  cocoa. 

The  sugar  plantations,  at  a  little  distance, 
bear  some  resemblance  to  our  fields  of  In- 
dian corn.  The  cane  has  a  broad,  long  leaf, 
with  a  jointed  stalk  or  stem.  This  grows  to 
the  height  of  seven  or  eight  feet,  and  is  very 
smooth  and  glossy.  The  sugar-cane  is  not 
propagated  by  seeds,  but  by  cuttings  from 
the  root  end  of  the  stalk,  which  are  planted 
in  rows  or  hills.  It  puts  forth  large  silky 
tassels,  which  have  a  beautiful  appearance. 
In  eighteen  months  from  the  time  of  plant- 
ing, it  is  fit  to  cut ;  the  stalks  are  put  into  a 
mill,  and  from  the  juice  that  is  crushed  out, 
sugar  and  molasses  are  made. 

The  labor  of  Guiana  is  almost  wholly 
performed   by  negroes.     During   the   period 
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when  they  are  making  sugar,  they  live  ahnost 
wholly  upon  the  juice  of  the  cane,  and  at 
that  time  they  are  said  to  get  very  fat. 
The  laboring  horses,  oxen,  and  mules,  though 
kept  constantly  at  work,  being  allowed  to 
eat  refuse  stalks,  and  scummings  from  the 
boiling-house,  thrive  in  the  most  surprising 
manner. 

The  cocoa  trees  bear  the  fruit  of  which 
chocolate  is  made.  These  resemble  young 
cherry-trees,  but  separate,  near  the  ground, 
into  four  or  five  stems.  The  leaves  are 
about  four  inches  long,  smooth,  but  not 
glossy,  and  of  a  dull  green  color.  The 
flowers  are  saflfron-colored,  and  very  beau- 
tiful. The  fruit  somewhat  resembles  a  cu- 
cumber in  shape.  Its  color,  while  growing, 
is  green;  but  as  it  ripens,  this  changes  to 
a  fine  bluish  red,  with  pink  veins. 

Each  of  the  pods  contains  from  twenty 
to  thirty  nuts  or  kernels,  which  resemble 
almonds,  and  consist  of  a  white  and  sweet 
pulpy  substance,  enveloped  in  a  parchment- 
like shell.  These  are  the  cocoa  or  choco- 
late nuts.  When  the  fruit  is  ripe,  it  is 
gathered,  and   the  nuts  are  taken  from  the 
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pods,  and  laid  on  leaves  or  skins  to  dry. 
They  are  then  put  into  bags,  each  con- 
taining about  a  hundred  weight,  and,  thus 
packed,  are  exported  to  foreign  countries. 

I  noticed,  as  I  went  along,  a  few  fields  of 
Indian  corn  and  rice,  and  I  was  informed 
that  two  crops  of  these  are  frequently 
obtained  in  a  season.  I  observed  the  castor- 
oil  plant,  growing  wild,  as  well  as  the  cab- 
bage-tree, which  is  a  kind  of  palm.  This 
derives  its  name,  not  from  its  appearance, 
but  from  the  use  to  which  it  is  put  by  the 
inhabitants.  The  leaves  grow  crowded  to- 
gether at  the  top  of  the  stem,  and  when 
these  are  cut  off,  the  central  ones  are  found 
to  be  white  and  tender,  and  when  boiled, 
they  are    used  as  a  substitute   for  cabbage. 

I  occasionally  met  with  small  patches  of 
the  indigo  plant.  This  is  cultivated  by 
seeds,  which  are  sown  in  rows,  about  a 
foot  apart.  In  three  months  the  top  part  is 
cut  off,  leaving  the  roots  to  shoot  up  anew. 
I  used  to  suppose  that  indigo  was  a  kind 
of  mineral,  but  I  now  learned  that  it  was 
made  from  these  small  plants.  The  tops  of 
the  herbs,  being  cut,  as  I  have  mentioned, 
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are  steeped  in  vats.  They  are  then  pounded 
and  put  in  water.  The  coloring  matter,  con- 
sisting of  a  fine  powder,  forms  a  sediment, 
which  is  cut  into  small  pieces  about  an  inch 
square,  before  it  is  perfectly  dry.  It  is  then 
packed  in  barrels,  or  sewed  up  in  sacks,  for 
sale.  The  process  of  making  indigo  is  very 
curious,  and  one  thing  is  strange  :  the  plant 
itself  is  harmless,  but  the  indigo  drug  is  a 
deadly  poison. 

Although  I  had  frequently  a  lonely  sort  of 
feeling,  as  I  pursued  my  way,  and  sometimes 
wished  that  I  was  snug  at  home  with  my 
mother  and  sister,  I  still  found  it,  on  the 
whole,  very  pleasant  to  travel  in  this  strange 
land.  I  picked  up  a  good  deal  of  infor- 
mation, and  saw  many  things  that  were  quite 
rare  and  wonderful  to  me.  I  was  constantly 
impressed  with  the  strangeness  of  every  thing 
around  nie.  Instead  of  forests  of  chestnut, 
walnut,  and  maple  trees,  so  common  in  Con- 
necticut, I  here  saw  forests  of  gigantic  ma- 
hogany, live  oak,  and  other  curious  trees,  the 
names  of  which  I  could  not  learn. 

The  birds,  too,  were  all  different  from 
those    to  which    I    had    been   accustomed. 
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The  woods  were  alive  with  flocks  of  green 
parrots  and  red  macaws,  which  kept  up  a 
constant  chattering.  The  latter  seemed  per- 
petually scolding  each  other,  and  I  could 
sometimes  fancy  that  they  were  calling  each 
other  all  the  hard  names  they  could  think  of. 
I  saw  a  great  many  toucans,  with  bills  half 
as  long  as  their  bodies ;  they  kept  bowing 
their  heads  and  making  a  kind  of  motion, 
like  a  minister  in  the  pulpit.  Hence  the 
people  call  this  bird  the  preacher. 

I  saw  a  great  many  other  birds,  most  of 
which  were  adorned  with  magnificent  plu- 
mage ;  but  they  had  harsh  voices,  and  were 
all  very  unlike  my  feathered  acquaintances 
in  the  "  land  of  steady  habits."  I  once  met 
with  a  woodpecker,  which  resembled  the 
red-headed  thief  who  spears  so  many  of  our 
cherries  with  his  long  bill.  He  nodded  his 
head,  and  uttered  a  sort  of  cry,  which 
reminded  me  so  strongly  of  home,  that 
tears  filled  my  eyes,  and  I  paused  and  partly 
turned  about,  for  the  purpose  of  returning. 
But  this  weakness  was  transient,  and  I  soon 
pursued  my  way. 

My  path  now  turned  from  the  river,  and 
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wound  through  a  thick  forest.  It  was  no 
longer  a  wagon-road,  but  a  mere  mule-track. 
The  weather  continued  very  hot,  and  I 
suffered  excessively  from  the  bite  of  large 
gnats,  three  times  as  big  as  our  musquitoes. 
At  first,  I  was  half  crazy  from  the  sting 
of  these  insects ;  but  by  degrees  I  became 
hardened,  and  at  last  took  it  very  quietly 
even  if  one  of  these  impertinent  rogues  thrust 
his  little  poisoned  javelin  into  the  point  of 
my  nose.  At  night  I  slept  soundly,  although 
these  fellows  feasted  upon  me  from  the 
crown  of  my  head  to  the  tips  of  my  toes. 
The  forests  through  which  I  was  proceed- 
ing grew  more  and  more  dense  as  I  ad- 
vanced. Many  of  the  trees  rose  to  an  im- 
mense height,  and  festoons  of  gray  moss 
swung  from  tree  to  tree,  as  if  they  had  been 
decorated  by  the  hand  of  art.  Vines,  with 
green  leaves  and  gaudy  flowers,  wreathed 
the  trunks  of  the  trees,  and  parasitical  plants, 
with  blossoms  bright  as  gems,  and  of  every 
color  and  form,  wound  around  their  branches. 
Nothing  could  surpass  the  gorgeous  splendor 
of  the  scene.  It  appeared  as  if  nature,  in 
a  sportive  and  fantastic  mood,  had  put  forth 
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every  effort  here  to  combine  the  beautiful 
and  the  magnificent  in  the  vegetable  king- 
dom. And,  as  if  to  captivate  every  sense, 
the  air  was  balmy,  and  the  sweetest  fragrance 
was  borne  on  the  gentle  breezes  that  stole 
from  the  forest. 

I  was  so  much  occupied  with  noticing  the 
curiosities  that  met  me  on  every  hand,  that  I 
did  not  observe,  till  the  sun  was  setting,  that 
my  path  had  shrunk  into  little  more  than 
a  deer-track.  I  now  began  to  suspect  that 
I  had  missed  my  way  ;  and  this  impression 
was  strengthened  by  the  fact  that  I  did  not 
reach  a  negro  settlement,  where  I  had  ex- 
pected to  spend  the  night.  I  hesitated,  for 
a  few  moments,  whether  to  proceed  or  turn 
back.  Resolving  upon  the  former,  I  pushed 
on  with  rapid  strides.  My  path,  however, 
grew  more  and  more  undefined,  and  at  last 
I  was  completely  lost  in  a  bewildering  maze. 
It  was  now  sunset,  and  the  shadows  of  night 
had  begun  to  thicken  around  me.  I  at- 
tempted to  retrace  my  steps,  but  could  not 
recover  the  path.  Finding  it  hopeless  to 
attempt  to  extricate  myself,  I  concluded  to 
pass  the  night  where  I  was. 
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My  situation  was  not  a  pleasant  one.  I 
knew  that  these  forests  were  the  abodes  of 
wild  animals,  who  shrank  from  daylight, 
yet  prowled  forth  at  night  without  fear  or 
restraint.  But  courage  is  apt  to  come  with 
necessity  ;  and  seeing  that  there  was  no  help 
at  hand,  I  sat  down,  clenched  my  cudgel, 
and  determined  to  keep  watch  till  morning. 
I  remained  in  this  condition  for  some  time, 
listening  to  the  strange  sounds  that  began  to 
steal  upon  the  ear  as  the  evening  advanced. 
The  day  birds  had  gone  to  their  repose,  and 
theii-  various  cries  had  gradually  faded  into 
silence.  But  voices  of  a  different  kind  now 
saluted  me.  Reptiles  of  many  kinds  began 
their  uncouth  songs,  and  droned  away  for 
hours  together.  Birds,  known  only  to  these 
solitudes,  and  which,  even  here,  were  silent 
during  the  day,  now  poured  out  their  music 
without  fear.  Never  did  I  hear  such  a  jar- 
gon as  seemed  for  a  time  to  fill  the  woods 
around  me.  I  could  easily  fancy  that  strange 
and  unearthly  spirits  filled  the  air,  and  were 
trying  to  see  what  a  variety  of  uncouth  songs 
they  could  produce. 

I  listened  to  these  notes,  for  a  long  time, 
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with  a  degree  of  painful  excitement.  It 
seemed  to  me  that  a  thousand  voices  had 
united  in  one  wild  chorus,  as  if  to  drive  me 
mad.  I  stopped  my  ears  to  keep  out  the 
din.  I  closed  my  eyes  to  withdraw  my 
attention  from  the  scene  around  me.  At 
last,  the  sounds  began  to  subside,  darkness 
gradually  gave  way,  and  I  saw  the  moon- 
beams tinging  the  tops  of  the  trees.  Silence 
stole  over  the  scene,  and  I  fell  into  a  pro- 
found repose.  My  imagination  wandered 
to  the  scenes  of  my  childhood.  I  was  once 
more,  as  I  dreamed,  with  my  mother  and 
my  sister.  They  embraced  me  with  rapture, 
and  tears  of  bliss  fell  upon  my  cheeks.  I 
remained  with  them  for  days,  and  a  tranquil 
joy  filled  my  bosom.  We  went  to  church, 
and  once  more  I  heard  the  sacred  hymn, 
and  the  soothing,  solemn  tunes  which  had 
become  associated  with  all  my  religious 
emotions. 

The  psalm  was  ended,  and  the  preacher 
began  his  discourse.  He  seemed  at  first  a 
grave  and  reverend  divine,  holding  before 
him  a  ponderous  volume,  containing  the 
sacred  Scriptures.     But  suddenly  he  seemed 
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to  change ;  his  voice  grew  harsh  and  shriek- 
ing ;  his  gestures  became  wild  and  fantastic ; 
and  at  last  he  uttered  a  hideous  yell,  and, 
jumping  out  of  his  pulpit,  fell  with  a  terrible 
crash  upon  the  two  deacons  who  sat  beneath  ! 
Startled  and  terrified,  I  suddenly  awoke ;  but 
the  scene  which  now  arrested  my  attention 
was  even  more  extraordinary  than  that  which 
had  been  presented  in  my  dream. 

At  a  little  distance  was  an  open  glade, 
upon  which  the  moonlight  now  fell  with  a 
dazzHng  splendor.  In  the  centre  of  this  spot 
there  sat  at  least  a  hundred  figures,  which 
seemed  to  me  to  be  men  and  women,  about 
half  the  size  of  life.  Upon  a  branch  of  a 
tree,  which  projected  over  them,  was  another 
figure,  who  seemed  to  be  addressing  the  as- 
sembly. He  uttered  the  most  extraordinary 
sounds,  and  appeared  to  be  speaking  in  a 
very  animated  manner.  His  gestures  were 
strong,  quick,  and  emphatic.  Sometimes  he 
sat  upon  his  haunches,  and  sometimes  he 
stood  upright.  Occasionally  he  leaped  from 
one  branch  of  the  tree  to  another,  and  at 
times  he  swung  off  from  his  seat,  and  sus- 
pended himself  by  his   tail.     This   last  per- 
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formance  led  me  to  conclude  that  if  this  was 
a  congregation  of  human  beings,  they  must 
be  of  rather  a  queer  family. 

I  sat  still,  and  for  a  long  time  observed 
the  scene.  Nothing  could  exceed  the  seem- 
ing eloquence  of  the  preacher,  except  the 
sympathy  and  sensibility  of  the  audience. 
They  appeared  to  feel  every  tone  and  ges- 
ture, and  responded  by  sympathetic  grunts, 
groans,  yells,  and  every  possible  variety  of 
attitude  and  gesticulation.  At  last,  the 
orator,  having  uttered  a  tremendous  burst 
of  eloquence,  leaped  from  his  rostrum,  and 
came  with  a  bound  into  the  midst  of  the 
congregation.  Upon  this,  they  all  set  up  a 
shout,  which  echoed  far  and  wide  over  the 
scene. 

I  had  become  so  interested  in  this  specta- 
cle, that  I  had  risen  from  my  resting-place, 
and  advanced  so  far  as  to  be  near  the  act- 
ors in  this  curious  drama.  One  of  them 
now  chanced  to  spy  me ;  upon  which  he 
uttered  a  terrific  yell.  The  eyes  of  the 
whole  assembly  were  turned  upon  me,  and, 
uttering  a  frightful  howl,  they  all  set  out, 
and  came  bounding  toward   me.     Never  in 
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my  life  have  I  been  placed  in  a  situation  at 
once  so  ludicrous  and  so  appalling.  A  hun- 
dred monkeys  now  surrounded  me;  some 
mounting  the  trees  over  my  head,  and  some 
winding  among  the  bushes  at  my  feet;  some 
howling,  and  all  grinning  at  me,  and  making 
the  most  threatenino^  demonstrations. 
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CHAPTER   V. 

THE    ADVENTURE    OF    THE     MONKEYS    CONCLUDED 

STRANGE     ANIMALS WEARINESS,     DESPAIR 

A     TERRIBLE     INCIDENT. 

My  readers  can  hardly  imagine  the  be- 
wildered state  of  my  mind,  occasioned  by  the 
scenes  described  in  my  last  chapter.  The 
Httle  apes,  who  grinned,  chattered,  frisked, 
and  frolicked  in  the  moonlight,  around  me, 
appeared  like  so  many  fantastic  sprites,  and 
I  could  scarcely  believe  that  it  was  not  all 
a  dream.  Never  shall  I  forget  some  of  their 
quizzical  countenances  and  grotesque  ges- 
tures, as  they  peeped  at  me  between  the 
branches  of  the  trees.  After  they  had  hung 
around  me  for  several  minutes,  one  of  them 
uttered  a  shrill  cry,  and  with  many  a  leap, 
and  jerk,  and  bound,  they  disappeared. 
They  seemed  to  run  along  upon  the  trees, 
passing  from  the  branches  of  one  to  another 
as  easily  as  a  rabbit  upon  the  solid  ground. 

They   were    indeed    supplied    with   limbs 
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to  accomplish  this.  They  had  not  only  four 
hands,  but  they  were  furnished  with  a  tail, 
which  seemed  amazingly  convenient  and 
useful.  Never  was  any  instrument  em- 
ployed with  more  dexterity  and  success. 
They  wound  it  round  the  limbs  of  the  trees, 
where  they  hung  suspended,  or  swung  from 
branch  to  branch.  When  they  were  trav- 
elling upon  the  giddy  heights  of  the  forest, 
they  held  it  erect,  in  order  to  keep  them 
steady  —  thus  using  it  as  a  rope-dancer  does 
his  balance-pole. 

At  this  time  I  knew  very  little  about  these 
creatures;  but  I  afterwards  learned  that  the 
forests  of  Guiana,  as  well  as  other  warm 
parts  of  South  America,  abound  in  various 
kinds  of  monkeys,  and  that  the  species, 
Avho  made  me  the  nocturnal  visit  I  have 
described,  are  called  howlers.  They  are 
particularly  noisy  at  night,  and  make  the 
forests  ring  with  their  elvish  din.  It  is  com- 
mon for  one  of  them  to  mount  a  tree,  and 
seem  to  address  the  assembled  group  around 
him,  embellishing  his  discourse  with  the  most 
extraordinary  grimaces,  gestures,  and  con- 
tortions.    One  can  hardly  look  upon  a  scene 
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of  this  sort,  and  not  feel  it  to  be  a  kind 
of  satire  upon  human  oratory. 

I  did  not  close  my  eyes  again  that  night. 
Morning  at  last  came,  and  I  attempted  to 
grope  my  way  back,  through  the  thickets, 
to  the  path  I  had  lost.  But  I  was  encom- 
passed by  lofty  forests,  and  my  mind  was 
in  some  degree  bewildered.  I  rambled  about 
the  whole  day,  and  at  night  found  myself 
at  the  precise  spot  from  which  I  had  started 
in  the  morning. 

My  heart  was  now  full.  The  prospect 
of  perishing  in  the  wilderness  was  before 
me.  I  had  eaten  the  last  morsel  of  food 
that  remained  in  my  wallet ;  it  seemed  im- 
possible, therefore,  that  I  should  escape. 
The  thoughts  of  never  again  seeing  my 
mother  and  my  home  —  of  dying  without 
a  friend  at  my  side,  and  leaving  my  form 
to  be  torn  limb  from  limb  by  wild  beasts  — 
all  rushed  upon  me  with  frightful  force, 
and,  for  a  few  moments,  I  gave  way  to 
despair. 

But  these  feelings  gradually  subsided ;  and 
though  no  situation  could  be  more  hopeless 
than  mine,  still,  hope  revived,  and  I  deter- 
5 


50  DICK    BOLDHERO. 

mined  to  make  another  effort,  the  next  morn- 
ing, to  effect  my  escape.  Having  formed 
this  resolution,  I  stretched  myself  out  upon 
the  ground,  and  fell  asleep,  and  nothing 
remarkable  occurred  during  the  night.  At 
early  dawn,  I  arose,  and  set  forward  with 
the  determination  of  being  more  wary  than 
before,  in  order  to  avoid  a  similar  result.  I 
was  very  hungry ;  but  I  soon  found  some 
berries,  which  I  ventured  to  eat,  though  I 
was  not  sure  that  they  were  wholesome. 
I  pushed  forward,  as  I  imagined,  in  a  direct 
line  toward  the  path.  But  when  one's  head 
is  turned,  south  seems  north,  and  north  south 
—  so  that,  a  great  part  of  the  day,  I  trav- 
elled in  the  direction  opposite  to  that  which 
I  intended  to  follow. 

Toward  evening,  I  came  in  sight  of  a 
lake,  and  as  I  was  exceedingly  thirsty,  I 
approached  it.  It  was  encircled  with  tall 
trees  and  thickly  matted  shrubbery,  except 
on  the  side  where  I  was.  Here  was  a 
little  opening;  and  as  I  came  to  the  edge  of 
the  water,  I  was  about  to  stoop  down  and 
quench  my  thirst ;  but  what  was  my  aston- 
ishment to  behold  before  me  a  huge  beast, 
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bearing  a  resemblance  to  a  large  black  hog. 
It  was  completely  in  the  water,  but  I  could 
distinctly  see  it  walking  on  tlie  bottom  and 
approaching  the  shore.  Being  not  a  little 
alarmed  at  this  strange  apparition,  I  ran 
hastily  back  from  the  lake,  and  concealed 
myself  in  a  thicket  at  the  distance  of  sev- 
eral yards.  My  position  was  such,  however, 
as  to  command  a  view  of  the  water. 


I  could  soon  perceive  an  undulation  on  its 
glassy  surface,  and  shortly  after  the  bristly 
back  of  the  animal  became  visible.  He 
leisurely  came  to  the  shore,  looked  around, 
snuffed  the  air  a  little  suspiciously,  and  then 
began  to  devour  the  coarse  herbage  that 
grew  along  the  margin  of  the  water.  The 
whole  aspect  of  this  creature  was  swinish, 
and  I  should  have  set  him  down  as  one  of 
the  hog   family,   but   for  two   reasons.     He 
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was  twice  as  big  as  any  specimen  of  that 
race  I  had  ever  seen;  and  he  had  a  long, 
flexible  snout,  which  he  used  like  an  ele- 
phant's trunk.  I  watched  him  narrowly, 
and  never  have  I  seen  a  more  extraordi- 
nary looking  creature.  He  seemed,  indeed, 
to  be  half  hog  and  half  elephant,  though 
his  manners  resembled  the  former  rather 
than  the  latter.  He  seemed  to  feel  per- 
fectly at  home,  ate  voraciously,  flourished 
his  little  tail,  and,  at  last,  sat  down  upon 
his  rump,  like  a  tired  dog. 

I  had  now  remained  for  half  an  hour  in 
my  concealment,  and  being  weary  of  in- 
action, I  rushed  out  from  the  thicket,  club 
in  hand,  and  suddenly  stood  before  the  beast. 
Never  have  I  seen  such  a  gaze  of  stupid 
wonder  as  the  monster  at  first  exhibited. 
But  he  soon  made  up  his  mind  to  retreat, 
and  uttering  a  grunt  by  way  of  exclama- 
tion, he  plunged  into  the  water,  and  I  saw 
him  no  more.  I  afterwards  learned  that 
this  animal  is  common  in  the  waters  of 
South  America,  and  probably  is  known  to 
most  of  my  readers  under  the  name  of 
tapir. 
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Night  soon  followed  this  scene,  and  I  was 
obliged  again  to  find  a  pillow  beneath  the 
boughs  of  the  forest.  I  slept  soundly,  how- 
ever, and  again  in  the  morning  began  my 
rambles.  My  strength  was  in  some  degree 
impaired,  and  my  courage  was  gradually  ebb- 
ing away ;  still  I  continued  to  roam  about, 
making  the  best  effort  I  could  for  my  deliv- 
erance. I  was  not  alone  in  the  forest;  for 
innumerable  parrots  were  chattering  among 
the  branches  of  the  trees,  and  birds  of  many 
forms  and  hues  were  glancing  through  the 
air,  or  reposing  in  the  leafy  shadow  of  the 
wilderness. 

I  frequently  met  with  monkeys,  skipping 
from  tree  to  tree;  and  as  they  grinned  at 
me  from  above,  I  could  fancy  that  there  was 
a  sneering  and  malicious  expression  in  their 
faces,  as  if  they  understood  and  rejoiced  at 
my  forlorn  condition.  I  once  saw  an  animal, 
bounding  along  upon  the  ground,  which 
greatly  resembled  a  racoon,  and  a  momen- 
tary flash  of  pleasure  came  over  my  bosom,  at 
being  thus  reminded  of  a  creature  with  which 
I  was  familiar  in  my  native  woods.  But  I 
soon  perceived  that  this  animal  had  a  longer 
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tail  and  snout  than  the  racoon.  He  speed- 
ily bounded  up  a  tree,  and,  coiling  his  tail 
around  one  of  the  branches,  looked  down 
upon  me  with  a  gaze  of  curious  wonder.  I 
learned  that  this  creature  was  the  coaiti ; 
an  animal  which  is  famous  for  eating  off 
his  own  tail  ! 


Another  and  another  day  followed — my 
strength  and  spirits  gradually  failing  beneath 
the  efforts  I  was  making,  particularly  as  the 
food  I  procured,  consisting  wholly  of  berries, 
seemed  to  give  me  but  little  sustenance. 
It  was,  I  believe,  on  the  sixth  day  after  I  had 
wandered  from  my  path,  that  I  sat  down, 
overpowered  with  heat,  exhaustion,  and  de- 
spair. I  felt  that  my  final  hour  was  come 
—  that  I  had  found  my  resting-place,  and 
that  I  must  prepare,  in  solitude,  to  die.  The 
anguish  of  my  feelings  was  not  so  great  as 
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might  have  been  imagined  —  I  was  worn  out 
both  in  body  and  mind,  and  was  contem- 
plating my  release,  if  not  with  satisfaction, 
at  least  with  some  degree  of  composure, 
when  a  fearful  spectacle  arrested  my  at- 
tention. 

At  the  distance  of  about  thirty  feet  lay 
an  object,  which,  at  first,  I  had  taken  to 
be  the  fallen  branch  of  a  tree.  But  its  dull, 
earthy  colors  gradually  changed  to  the  most 
brilliant  hues ;  its  relaxed  and  flattened  form 
became  rigid,  rounded,  and  curved.  Its 
head  rose  with  a  slow  motion,  and  I  could 
now  perceive  that  it  was  an  enormous  ser- 
pent, gliding  with  a  noiseless  motion  towards 
me.  Its  eye  was  fixed  upon  me  with  a 
glassy  and  terrific  stare ;  its  jaws  were  ex- 
panded ;  its  tongue  brandished,  ready  to 
strike  the  fatal  blow.  I  had  suflicient  rec- 
ollection to  know  that  this  must  be  an 
anaconda,  and  I  expected  the  next  instant 
to  be  crushed  in  its  folds.  The  thought 
was  too  horrible  to  be  endured.  I  felt  a 
faintness  come  over  me,  and,  while  a  rush- 
ing sound  filled  my  ears,  my  senses  de- 
parted. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

DELIVERANCE ARRIVAL    AT    A    STRANGE     PLACE 

SICKNESS KINDNESS     AMONG      STRANGERS 

ACCOUNT     OF     MAROONTOWN. 

The  rushing  sound  that  filled  my  ears, 
as  I  fainted  and  fell  to  the  earth  before 
the  terrific  image  of  the  monster  that  threat- 
ened me  with  instant  death,  was  occasioned 
by  the  discharge  of  a  musket.  How  often 
does  it  happen  that  Providence  interposes 
to   save    us,   when  there   appears  to   be    no 
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help  at  hand,  and  hope  itself  has  departed ! 
A  negro  hunter  happened  to  be  passing  at 
the  precise  moment  that  the  serpent  was 
about  to  rush  upon  me,  and  crush  me  in 
its  folds.  I  was  concealed  from  his  view 
by  the  bushes  that  intervened ;  but  he  saw 
the  threatening  attitude  of  the  reptile,  and 
knew  that  it  was  about  to  strike  upon  some 
object  near  at  hand.  The  huntsman  was 
on  horseback;  but  the  serpent  was  so  in- 
tent upon  its  prey,  that  it  allowed  the  man 
to  approach  within  a  few  yards.  He  then 
levelled  his  gun,  and  the  discharge  nearly 
severed  its  head  from  the  body.  The  con- 
vulsions of  the  dying  monster  lashed  the 
earth,  and  tore  the  adjacent  herbage,  while 
the  space  around  was  covered  with  blood. 
These  struggles  gradually  subsided ;  the  form 
was  stretched  out  at  length  upon  the  ground 
in  a  waving  line,  and,  except  a  tremulous 
motion  along  the  back,  and  a  faint  vibration 
of  the  tail,  the  creature  ceased  to  move. 

Of  this  scene  I  was,  however,  wholly 
unconscious.  The  negro,  in  looking  about 
for  the  object  of  the  serpent's  meditated 
blow,   soon   discovered   me.     He   raised  my 
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head  from  the  earth,  and,  after  a  few  mo- 
ments, I  slowly  recovered  my  senses.  When 
my  eyes  first  fell  upon  the  face  of  the  negro, 
his  head  covered  with  an  immense  palm-leaf 
hat,  a  strange  fancy  crossed  my  mind.  I 
conceived  myself  to  be  in  the  coils  of  the 
serpent,  and  the  countenance  of  the  man 
seemed  to  be  the  image  of  my  destroyer. 
But  this  illusion  quickly  passed  away,  and  I 
speedily  realized  my  deliverance.  A  sense 
of  unspeakable  joy  thrilled  through  my  heart, 
and  I  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears.  I  was 
utterly  unable  to  speak ;  but  I  clasped  the 
hands  of  the  negro,  who  was  kneeling  by 
me,  and  showed  in  his  countenance  the 
utmost  sympathy  and  kindness.  Never  have 
I  felt  toward  any  human  being  a  more  grate- 
ful emotion  than  toward  my  kind-hearted 
preserver  at  that  moment. 

I  was  soon  able  to  get  upon  my  feet; 
but  when  I  saw  the  outstretched  form  of 
the  serpent,  and  beheld  the  traces  of  blood, 
and  the  earth  torn  by  its  dying  agony,  a 
faintness  again  came  over  me,  and  I  should 
have  fallen  to  the  ground  but  for  the  sup- 
port  afforded   by   my   protector.      He   now 


DICK    BOLDHERO.  59 

spoke  to  me,  but  in  a  language  which  I  did 
not  understand.  He  seemed  to  comprehend 
my  situation,  however,  and,  placing  me  upon 
the  saddle  of  his  horse,  he  mounted  behind 
me.  After  winding  through  the  shrubbery 
for  a  short  distance,  we  came  to  a  pathway 
along  which  we  proceeded  for  the  space  of 
an  hour,  during  which  the  negro  paid  the 
utmost  attention  to  my  weakness.  He  held 
me  upon  the  saddle,  kept  the  somewhat 
impatient  steed  in  a  walk,  and  did  all  in  his 
power  to  render  my  situation  comfortable. 

I  now  observed  that  we  were  emerging 
from  the  forest,  and  that  cultivated  fields 
were  opening  before  us.  I  noticed  plan- 
tations upon  the  hill  sides,  and,  at  a  little 
distance,  I  perceived  scattered  dwellings. 
These,  however,  were  of  a  very  humble  cast, 
the  sides  seeming  to  consist  of  stakes  woven 
together  with  palm  leaves,  and  the  roofs  to 
be  made  either  of  palm  leaves  or  straw.  As 
we  passed  along,  I  observed  a  number  of 
negroes  engaged  in  various  occupations ;  but 
I  discovered  no  white  people.  The  popu- 
lation increased  as  we  proceeded ;  and  when 
at  last  we  entered  a  long,  irregular  street, 
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the  inhabitants  seemed  to  swarm  like  a  bee- 
hive. Never  have  I  seen  such  a  strange 
spectacle.  The  town  consisted  of  huts,  such 
as  I  have  described,  and  the  people  were 
all  black.  I  had  no  difficulty  in  coming  to 
the  conclusion  that  this  was  Maroontown  — 
the  negro  settlement,  through  which  I  had 
expected  to  pass  on  my  journey. 

As  we  proceeded  through  the  street  of 
the  town,  we  soon  attracted  attention,  and 
I  became  the  special  object  of  curiosity. 
There  were  great  numbers  of  children ;  and, 
being  entirely  naked,  they  looked  like  so 
many  little  monkeys.  Many  of  them  were 
lying  down  at  their  ease ;  others  were  skip- 
ping and  frisking  about  like  squirrels.  Many 
of  these  began  to  follow  us,  and  when  once 
a  train  had  formed  behind  us,  the  plot 
seemed  to  thicken,  and  we  were  soon  sur- 
rounded by  a  throng  of  all  sizes  and  sexes. 
These  flowed  onward,  leaping,  shouting,  bab- 
bling, laughing,  and  dancing,  and  performing 
all  sorts  of  antics. 

At  length  we  reached  a  hovel  of  some- 
what better  appearance  than  the  rest.  Here 
my  guide  dismounted,  and,  clearing  a  space 
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among  the  babbling  crowd,  partly  by  threats, 
and  partly  by  blows,  he  took  me  from  the 
horse,  and  carried  me  into  the  dwelling. 
Placing  me  upon  a  bed  of  straw,  he  drove 
out  the  children  that  had  rushed  into  the 
room,  and  fastened  the  entrance.  He  then 
spoke  to  his  wife  and  daughter,  no  doubt 
giving  an  account  of  the  manner  in  which 
he  had  discovered  me.  I  became  the  im- 
mediate object  of  the  care  and  kindness  of 
the  two  women.  They  provided  for  me 
some  rice  broth,  of  which  I  ate  a  little, 
and,  overpowered  with  fatigue,  I  fell  asleep. 
My  slumbers,  however,  were  disturbed,  and 
my  mind  was  agitated  with  terrific  dreams. 
Worn  out  with  suffering  of  mind  and  body, 
my  constitution  gave  way,  and  I  fell  into 
a  raging  fever. 

During  the  period  of  my  disease,  I  had 
little  consciousness,  and  I  have  but  faint 
remembrances  of  what  passed.  In  the  lucid 
intervals  which  visited  me,  I  could  always 
perceive  some  one  of  the  kind  family  watch- 
ing at  my  bedside,  ready  and  prompt  to 
attend  to  all  my  wants  and  wishes.  For 
the  space  of  three  weeks   I  remained  in  a 
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critical  condition,  apparently  hovering  upon 
the  narrow  line  between  life  and  death. 
Owing,  however,  to  the  prescriptions  of  a 
black  physician,  who  attended  upon  me  with 
great  care,  and  the  affectionate  nursing  of 
my  friends,  aided  by  my  elastic  constitution, 
the  disease  was  at  last  conquered,  and  I 
began  to  revive  from  my  prostrate  condition. 
I  was,  indeed,  wasted  to  a  shadow,  and 
when  the  fever  left  me,  I  could  not  lift 
my  arm  from  the  bed,  nor  turn  my  head 
upon  the  pillow.  During  this  period  of  ex- 
cessive weakness,  I  was  as  tenderly  treated 
as  if  I  had  been  an  infant,  and  the  heir 
of  the  house.  Somebody  was  always  at  my 
bedside,  to  wet  my  parched  lips  with  lemon- 
ade, to  bathe  my  forehead,  or  aid  me  to 
change  my  position.  The  rough,  burly  mas- 
ter of  the  hovel,  when  called  upon  to  lift 
me  from  my  bed,  seemed  to  have  a  new 
sense  of  gentleness  infused  into  his  clumsy 
hands  and  arms. 

Under  these  kindly  auspices,  when  once 
my  disease  had  left  me,  I  gradually  acquired 
strength,  and,  in  the  space  of  a  fortnight, 
was  able  to  totter  to  the  door.     I  was  led 


DICK    BOLDHERO.  63 

out  by  the  two  women;  and,  as  I  gazed 
around  upon  the  uncouth  scene, — the  ragged, 
irregular  tenements,  and  the  half-naked  in- 
habitants,—  it  still  seemed  as  though  I  was 
breathing  the  air  and  gazing  on  the  land- 
scapes of  a  sort  of  paradise.  Such  was  the 
cheerinsf  influence  of  that  sense  of  return- 
ing  health  which  flowed  through  my  youth- 
ful veins. 

I  now  began  to  make  some  acquaintances 
among  the  people.  Their  language  was 
Dutch,  with  a  mixture  of  negro  and  Indian 
gibberish.  Of  this  I  understood  nothing, 
except  the  names  of  a  few  familiar  objects, 
which  I  gradually  learned.  At  length,  how- 
ever, I  met  with  a  woman,  who  had  been  a 
servant  in  an  English  family,  and  could 
converse  in  the  English  tongue.  From  her  I 
learned  the  history  of  this  curious  settle- 
ment. It  seems  to  have  sprung  up  from 
slaves  who  had  escaped  from  their  masters 
at  Paramaribo  and  the  plantations  along  the 
Surinam.  These  w^ere  hunted  by  the  white 
people,  and  shot  down  like  wild  animals, 
or,  if  captured,  were  subjected  to  the  most 
cruel  punishments,  and  the  rigors  of  slavery 
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were  rendered  still  more  severe.  The  num- 
ber of  these  fugitives  constantly  increased. 
For  a  time,  indeed,  they  wandered  in  the 
forests  —  often  alone,  and  reduced  to  a  state 
of  wildness,  like  the  native  animals  of  the 
woods. 

But  they  soon  associated  together,  and, 
by  their  union  and  numbers,  became  for- 
midable to  their  oppressors.  They  retired 
to  a  considerable  distance  from  the  Dutch 
settlements,  and,  occupying  a  fertile  tract 
of  country,  erected  such  slight  habitations 
as  their  means  afforded,  and  the  climate 
required.  They  began  to  till  the  soil,  and 
bountiful  nature  returned  an  abundant  har- 
vest for  their  efforts.  They  increased  rap- 
idly, and  in  progress  of  years  they  established 
a  government  suited  to  their  condition.  By 
degrees  the  hostihty  between  them  and  the 
Dutch  settlement  subsided,  and  amicable 
intercourse  commenced;  and  at  the  time  I 
was  there,  a  considerable  traffic  was  carried 
on  between  the  inhabitants  of  Maroontown 
and  those  of  Paramaribo.  The  settlement 
continues  to  the  present  time  to  consist 
entirely  of  a  negro  population,  living  in  the 
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heart  of  Guiana,  almost  without  the  mix- 
ture of  foreign  blood.  Their  manners  are 
rather  those  of  Africa  than  America.  We 
shall  have  something  more  to  say  of  this 
strange  place  in  another  chapter. 
6 
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CHAPTER   VII. 

RESIDENCE    AT    MAROONTOWN STORY    OF    KING 

CONGO. 

Although  I  was  gradually  recovering 
from  the  state  of  extreme  weakness  to  which 
I  had  been  reduced,  still,  I  continued  so 
feeble  as  to  render  it  impossible  for  me  to 
proceed  on  my  journey.  I  continued  there- 
fore with  my  kind  friends  at  Maroontown, 
occasionally  taking  a  short  walk  about  the 
place.  I  soon  became  acquainted  with  a 
number  of  the  people.  I  was  very  much 
gratified  by  the  good-natured  manner  in 
which  every  body  treated  me.  The  houses 
were  extremely  slight,  many  of  them  con- 
sisting only  of  sticks  set  in  the  ground,  the 
roof  and  sides  being  formed  of  a  thatch 
of  palm  leaves.  Others  were  a  little  more 
substantial,  the  walls  being  framed  of  mud 
and  stone.  The  place  hardly  seemed  like 
the  abode  of  human  beings;  and  when  I 
gazed   upon   it,   I   fancied   that  it  was   only 
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the  village  of  some  ingenious  animals,  a 
little  elevated,  in  the  scale  of  being,  above 
the   beavers. 

But  notwithstanding  this  rude  aspect  of 
their  dwellings,  the  people  themselves  seemed 
the  most  light-hearted  and  merry  set  I  ever 
beheld.  Every  night  there  was  music,  and 
dancing,  and  laughter,  and  frolic  —  and,  what 
seemed  strange,  there  was  very  little  of  riot 
or  violence.  A  good  feeling  seemed  to  per- 
vade all  classes;  and  if  they  were  poor,  ig- 
norant, and  in  some  respects  degraded,  they 
seemed  at  least  happy  and  kind-hearted. 
There  was  very  little  government  among 
them;  and  though  they  had  magistrates,  it 
was  seldom  necessary  for  these  to  make 
any  great  show  of  authority. 

While  I  was  at  this  place,  the  old  wo- 
man who  spoke  English,  as  I  have  already 
mentioned,  told  me  a  good  many  tales  re- 
lating to  the  history  of  the  place,  one  of 
which  I  will  give  to  my  readers. 

One  of  the  earliest  inhabitants  of  Maroon- 
town  was  King  Congo.  This  personage  was 
born  on  the  African  coast,  and  was  the  eldest 
son  of  one  of  the  petty  kings  in  that  quarter. 
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He  was  captured  by  a  party  of  slavers,  brought 
to  Paramaribo,  and  offered  for  sale  as  a 
slave.  He  was  a  good-looking  fellow,  about 
twenty  years  of  age,  of  great  strength  and 
daring  courage.  He  was  readily  purchased 
by  a  merchant  of  the  city,  and  became  a 
servant  in  his  family.  Submitting  to  his 
fate,  he  performed  the  duties  required  of 
him  with  a  tolerable  grace,  though  occa- 
sionally the  remembrance  of  his  birth  and 
former  dignity  crossed  his  mind,  and  for  a 
moment  caused  his  feelings  to  revolt  from 
the  drudgery  required  of  him. 

It  happened  that  one  day,  when  he  was 
a  little  moody  from  reflections  like  these, 
his  master  demanded  of  him  some  service 
of  more  than  ordinary  servility.  Congo 
seemed  to  hesitate  for  a  moment,  and  stood 
looking  his  master  in  the  face,  as  if  about 
to  question  his  right  thus  to  command  him. 
The  latter,  greatly  incensed,  struck  the  negro 
in  the  face.  Congo,  surprised  and  irritated, 
seized  his  master  by  the  collar,  and  was 
about  to  dash  him  to  the  floor,  when  sud- 
denly recollecting  himself,  he  unclenched 
his  hand,  and  said,  sneeringly,  ''I  scorn  to 
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wrestle  with  one  so  mucli  weaker  than  my- 
self; but  I  will  not  serve  a  man  who  treats 
me  with  such  indignity." 

The  rage  of  the  master  now  knew  no 
bounds.  He  called  aloud  for  his  servants; 
and  as  about  a  dozen  of  them  rushed  into 
the  room,  he  commanded  them  to  seize  the 
offender.  But  Congo  was  now  thoroughly 
roused.  As  the  men  seemed  about  to  seize 
him,  he  retreated  to  a  corner  of  the  room, 
seized  a  chair,  and,  whirling  it  before  him, 
defied  the  whole  party.  These,  knowing  his 
prodigious  strength,  and  frightened  by  his 
wild  and  threatening  aspect,  stood  aloof, 
afraid  to  grapple  with  such  an  enemy.  In 
vain  were  the  threats  of  the  master.  Find- 
ing it  impossible  to  urge  them  on,  he  seized 
a  pair  of  pistols,  and,  taking  deliberate  aim, 
discharged  them  both  at  the  offender.  One 
of  the  balls  missed ;  the  other  entered  the 
right  arm  of  Congo,  and,  shattering  the  bone, 
the  uplifted  chair  fell  to  the  floor,  and  the 
broken  limb  swung  useless  by  his  side. 

Finding  it  in  vain  to  resist  further,  the 
negro  yielded,  and,  being  strongly  bound, 
was  immediately  taken  to  a  public  establish- 
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ment,  kept  for  the  purpose,  and  received  a 
hundred  lashes  upon  the  naked  back.  The 
poor  fellow  was  now  shut  up  in  a  small 
room,  almost  without  light  or  air,  it  being 
the  purpose  of  his  master  to  subdue  him 
by  privation  and  suffering.  His  arm  was 
dressed,  and  care  was  taken  that  he  should 
not  die,  —  for  this  would  have  been  a  seri- 
ous loss  to  the  pocket  of  the  proprietor. 

At  length,  Congo  recovered ;  but  his 
strength  was  wasted,  and  he  could  only 
totter  about  with  great  effort.  He  was  now 
released;  and  his  master,  not  fearing  him 
in  his  present  enfeebled  condition,  took  him 
once  more  into  his  house.  Here  he  was 
treated  with  the  greatest  harshness.  He  was 
required  to  labor  beyond  his  strength,  and 
when  he  was  tardy  from  exhaustion,  he  was 
buffeted  either  with  the  hand  or  foot  of  his 
lordly  proprietor. 

Congo  submitted  to  all  this  with  apparent 
humility,  but  a  feeling  was  burning  within 
him  which  was  destined  ere  long  to  work 
out  his  deliverance. 

In  a  few  months  his  health  and  strength 
w^ere   completely   restored;    and   though   he 
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continued  to  perform  his  duties  with  alac 
rity,  he  was  meditating  some  plan  by  which 
he  might  escape  from  his  bondage.  In  this 
state  of  things,  it  chanced  that  he  was  one 
day  passing  by  the  pubhc  whipping-house, 
when,  hearing  the  lashes  and  screams  of 
the  sufferer,  he  opened  the  door  and  went 
in.  He  there  saw  a  young  woman  drawn 
upward  by  the  wrists,  so  that  her  feet  were 
three  or  four  inches  from  the  ground,  while 
the  executioner  was  inflicting  upon  her  back 
the  number  of  lashes  commanded  by  her 
master. 

For  a  moment  the  blood  rushed  to  Con- 
go's brain,  and  a  dizzy  feeling  came  over 
him ;  but  soon  recovering,  he  rushed  up 
to  the  whipping-master,  wrenched  the  whip 
from  his  hands,  threw  him  upon  the  ground, 
and  laid  the  weapon  lustily  upon  his  back. 
He  then  cut  the  rope  which  tied  the  hands 
of  the  suflfering  girl,  and  rushed  out  of  the 
place.  Bewildered  with  his  own  emotions, 
he  walked  along  the  street,  apparently  un- 
conscious of  his  situation ;  but  a  loud  shout, 
and  a  posse  of  people  at  his  heels,  roused 
him  from  his  reverie.     Congo  turned  round, 
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faced  his  pursuers  sternly  for  a  moment, 
and  then,  with  a  swift  foot,  set  out  for 
the  country. 

For  two  miles  he  ran  like  a  deer ;  but 
finding  that  he  was  pursued  by  men  on 
horseback,  he  leaped  the  bank  of  the  river 
Surinam,  and  plunged  into  the  water.  Sev- 
eral of  the  horsemen  came  up  and  dis- 
charged their  pistols  at  the  fugitive,  but  he 
was  beyond  their  reach.  He  swam  across 
the  river;  but  here  a  new  danger  awaited 
him.  An  immense  alligator  lay  upon  the 
bank,  and  as  he  approached,  sprang  upon 
him.  Nothing  could  have  saved  Congo  at 
this  moment  but  his  strength  and  courage. 
As  he  was  approaching  the  shore,  he  saw 
the  alligator,  and,  drawing  his  knife  from 
his  belt,  he  faced  the  monster,  and,  plun- 
ging his  knife  down  his  open  jaws,  killed 
him  in  an  instant. 

Delivered  from  this  peril,  Congo  turned 
round,  shook  his  fist  triumphantly  toward 
his  pursuers,  who  lined  the  opposite  bank 
of  the  river,  and  set  forward  upon  his  jour- 
ney toward  the  woody  districts  that  lay  in 
the   distance.      These   he   at   last   reached, 
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and  burying  himself  in  the  recesses  of  the 
forest,  he  hved,  hke  a  wild  animal,  upon 
the  fruits  that  nature  afforded. 

A  party  was  soon  made  up,  and  set  forth, 
for  the  purpose  of  capturing  the  daring  ne- 
gro. They  were  provided  with  guns,  and 
attended  by  several  bloodhounds.  The 
latter  soon  came  upon  the  track  of  the 
fugitive,  and  their  deep  bellowing  at  once 
announced  to  him  his  danger,  and  to  the 
hunters  that  the  game  was  near  at  hand. 
Being  armed  with  a  stout  bludgeon,  Con- 
go departed,  and  for  nearly  two  days  the 
hounds  were  unable  to  overtake  him.  At 
last,  finding  himself  excessively  fatigued,  he 
paused,  and  determined  to  await  the  ap- 
proach of  the  dogs,  and  give  them  battle. 
They  soon  came  up,  and  the  leader  sprang 
upon  him.  With  a  single  whirl  of  his 
club,  the  negro  laid  the  animal  prostrate 
upon  the  earth. 

In  an  instant,  however,  three  more  were 
before  him,  ready  to  bury  their  fangs  in 
his  flesh  !  With  his  uplifted  weapon,  Congo 
looked  the  fierce  animals  steadily  in  the 
eye.      They   paused    for   a   moment;    but, 


74  DICK    BOLDHERO. 

overcoming  their  fear,  they  sprang  upon  him. 
Two  of  them  were  soon  stretched  lifeless 
upon  the  ground,  but  the  third  seized  Congo 
by  the  leg,  and  brought  him  to  the  earth. 
The  animal  then  sprang  at  his  throat,  but 
the  nimble  knife  of  the  negro  despatched 
him  in  the  very  act.  Wounded  and  bloody, 
the  poor  fellow  arose  and  dragged  himself 
forward.  He  was  soon  too  faint  to  pro- 
ceed, and  fell  to  the  earth. 

The  hunters  now  came  up,  and  seeing 
that  their  dogs  were  killed,  began  to  de- 
liberate as  to  the  course  they  should  pursue. 
Congo,  sheltered  in  the  bushes,  saw  and 
heard  all  that  passed.  They  concluded  that 
it  was  in  vain  to  pursue  the  fugitive  far- 
ther, and,  resolving  to  rest  themselves  for  a 
while,  determined  then  to  return.  Taking 
off  their  knapsacks,  they  laid  them  down, 
with  their  guns,  and  three  of  the  party  went 
in  search  of  water,  leaving  the  fourth  be- 
hind. This  individual  sat  down  upon  the 
ground,  and,  leaning  against  a  tree,  was 
soon  asleep. 

It  may  well  be  imagined  that  Congo 
watched   these    proceedings   with   great   in- 
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terest.  Waiting  till  the  three  men  were  out 
of  view,  he  issued  from  his  hiding-place,  and 
carefully  crept  forward  toward  the  slumber- 
ing hunter.  The  latter,  however,  was  but 
partially  asleep,  and,  awaked  by  the  rustling 
of  the  leaves,  saw  the  negro  creeping  upon 
him.  Amazement  paralyzed  him  for  a  mo- 
ment, then,  springing  to  his  feet,  he  seized 
his  gun  and  fired.  The  ball  missed,  and, 
the  instant  after,  he  was  grappled  in  the  arms 
of  his  formidable  enemy.  After  a  moment- 
ary struggle,  they  both  fell,  and  Congo  was 
uppermost. 

What  was  his  surprise,  on  looking  in  the 
face  of  his  prisoner,  to  see  his  former  mas- 
ter! Congo  drew  his  knife  from  his  belt; 
the  blade  glittered  aloft,  and  was  already 
descending,  to  inflict  a  fatal  blow,  when  his 
purpose  changed,  and  he  said,  "  It  was  your 
intention  to  kill  me ;  and  were  I  in  your 
place,  I  should  not  have  a  moment  to  live. 
But  I  will  not  imitate  a  white  man  !  "  Say- 
ing this,  he  took  the  straps  of  one  of  the 
knapsacks  that  lay  near  him,  and  bound  his 
prisoner  firmly  on  his  back  to  the  roots  of 
a  tree.     Then  seizing  the  four  muskets,  the 
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ammunition,  and  the  knapsacks,  he  said,  with 
a  smile,  to  the  prostrate  gentleman,  ''Good 
bye,  massa ! "  and  departed. 

The  huntsmen  soon  returned  and  released 
their  companion ;  but  finding  that  their  guns 
were  now  in  the  hands  of  the  enemy,  they 
thought  it  most  prudent  to  make  a  hasty 
retreat.  While  they  returned  to  Paramari- 
bo, to  be  laughed  at  for  their  defeat,  Congo, 
well  armed  and  provisioned,  secreted  him- 
self in  the  forest.  He  was  now  too  formi- 
dable to  be  pursued ;  and  soon  meeting  some 
of  his  countrymen,  who,  like  himself,  had 
become  inhabitants  of  the  wilderness,  they 
repaired  to  the  present  site  of  Maroontown, 
and  began  to  make  a  settlement.  Here  they 
w^ere  speedily  joined  by  other  fugitives,  and 
the  village,  thus  commenced,  in  the  course 
of  years  became  a  considerable  town.  Con- 
go received  the  title  of  king,  and  for  many 
years  continued  to  exercise  authority  over 
the  settlement. 
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CHAPTER   VIII. 

DEPARTURE ANOTHER  STRANGE  ADVENTURE 

ARRIVAL. 

It  was  more  than  two  months,  after  my 
arrival  at  Maroontown,  before  I  was  in  a 
condition  to  depart.  Finding  that  I  should 
not  be  able  to  return  to  Paramaribo  in  season 
to  go  back  to  Connecticut  with  my  vessel, 
I  sent  word  to  the  captain,  requesting  him 
to  see  my  mother  and  sister,  and  tell  them 
what  detained  me. 

When  I  had  sufficiently  recovered  to  trav- 
el, I  set  out  from  Maroontown,  having  taken 
leave  of  my  kind  friends  there.  The  ne- 
gro who  had  rescued  me,  together  with  his 
family,  had  done  every  thing  in  their  power 
to  make  me  comfortable  and  happy.  The 
neighbors,  too,  had  shown  the  greatest  in- 
terest in  my  behalf;  they  were  constantly 
sending  me  every  sort  of  delicacy,  such  as 
small  game  and  the  choicest  fruits.  Never 
have  I  met  with  a  people  so  little   selfish, 
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and  to  whom  hospitality  seemed  to  be  so 
natural.  Some  of  them  really  shed  tears 
as  I  departed,  and  even  offered  to  accom- 
pany me  on  my  journey !  I  accepted  the 
latter  proposition  in  part,  and  accordingly 
a  young  man  set  out  to  be  my  guide  for 
the  first  day. 

I  had  heard  at  Maroon  town  something 
about  the  Englishman  whom  I  was  going 
to  visit.  I  learned  that  he  was  a  coffee- 
planter  with  a  large  estate  ;  but  I  had  dis- 
covered that  his  residence,  instead  of  being 
a  hundred  miles  from  Paramaribo,  was  nearly 
double  that  distance.  This  taught  me  a 
good  lesson,  which  I  recommend  to  the 
attention  of  my  readers ;  it  is  this  —  be- 
fore setting  out  upon  a  journey,  be  sure  to 
ascertain  how  far  you  have  to  go. 

It  was  now  December  —  a  time  when 
the  winter  had  already  commenced  in  New 
England;  but  it  was  very  different  in  Gui- 
ana. I  found  the  weather  very  warm;  and 
my  strength  was  so  impaired  by  my  sickness, 
that  the  first  day  I  did  not  proceed  more 
than  eight  miles.  I  slept  at  a  small  plan- 
tation, and  the  next  morning,  having  taken 
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leave  of  my  guide,  I  proceeded  alone  upon 
my  journey.  For  three  days,  nothing  par- 
ticular occurred.  The  country  was  slightly 
undulating,  and  portions  of  it  were  exceed- 
ingly fertile.  Here  and  there  was  a  plan- 
tation, but  a  large  part  of  the  land  was 
covered  with  forests.  On  the  fourth  day 
after  my  departure,  I  met  with  a  curious 
adventure.  There  is  in  this  region  a  species 
of  wild  hog  called  peccary.  In  some  parts 
they  are  numerous,  and  I  had  frequently 
seen  them  crossing  my  path  in  the  course 
of  my  travels.  They  seemed  not  to  be  very 
shy ;  yet,  as  I  approached  them,  they  would 
usually  start  off  with  a  kind  of  grunt,  or 
bark,  and  hide  themselves  in  the  bushes. 

On  the  occasion  just  referred  to,  I  chanced 
to  see  a  peccary,  with  a  litter  of  young  ones, 
lying  by  the  side  of  my  path.  When  I  came 
near,  they  sprang  up  and  ran  away.  I  how- 
ever gave  chase,  and  soon  caught  one  of  the 
little  pigs.  The  fellow  instantly  set  up  the 
most  vociferous  squealing :  upon  this,  the 
mother  turned  back,  and  came  upon  me  with 
savage  ferocity.  Her  mouth  was  open,  and 
she  uttered  a  sort  of  bellowing  that  was  quite 
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frightful.  I  was  not  disposed  to  yield  my 
prize  at  once,  but  holding  on  to  the  hind 
legs  of  the  pig  with  the  left  hand,  and  flour- 
ishing my  club  in  the  right,  I  faced  the  in- 
furiated dam.  She  hesitated  a  little,  but 
kept  up  her  cry.  In  a  few  minutes,  I  saw 
issuing  from  the  adjacent  thickets  several 
other  peccaries,  apparently  coming  to  the 
rescue.  They  immediately  advanced,  and 
I  was  soon  surrounded  with  more  than  forty 
of  these  raging  beasts. 

Affairs  were  now  getting  serious,  and  I 
thought  it  best  to  release  the  little  prisoner, 
hoping  that  this  would  pacify  the  tumult. 
But  the  tempest  was  not  so  easily  appeased. 
The  bristly  mob  still  encircled  me,  grunting, 
squealing,  barking,  and  bellowing,  while,  at 
the  same  time,  their  tusks  were  displayed, 
ready  to  rend  me  in  pieces.  I  was  obliged 
to  keep  wheeling  round,  brandishing  my 
club,  occasionally  giving  an  obtrusive  snout 
a  pretty  hearty  thump  by  way  of  caution. 
The  storm,  however,  seemed  to  thicken,  and 
it  was  obvious  that  the  whole  troop  would 
soon  rush  upon  me.  In  this  extremity,  dis- 
cretion seemed  the  better  part  of  valor,  and 
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concluding  that  I  had  better  risk  my  honor 
than  my  Hfe,  I  took  advantage  of  an  open 
space,  sprang  through  the  circle,  and  leaped 
into  the  branches  of  a  tree  that  was  near  by. 

The  disappointed  assailants  pursued  me, 
and,  encircling  the  tree,  vented  their  rage 
in  grunts  and  groans.  Never  did  I  see  such 
a  hubbub.  Sitting  upon  the  hmbs  of  the 
tree  in  perfect  safety,  I  looked  dow^n  and 
laughed  very  heartily  at  the  scene.  There 
was  one  boar  who  seemed  particularly  anx- 
ious ta  signalize  himself.  He  had  enormous 
long  tusks,  and  in  his  fury  he  frothed  at  the 
mouth,  and  kept  up  a  great  outcry.  He 
was  probably  the  captain  of  the  troop,  for 
he  generally  led  the  way,  and  a  party  of 
a  dozen  supporters  were  always  at  his 
heels. 

I  could  not  forbear  the  pleasure  of  stir- 
ring up  this  Hector  of  the  field  with  an 
occasional  poke  across  the  back  with  my 
shillelah.  It  was  amusing  to  see  his  in- 
dignation, blent  with  his  courage.  He  rose 
upon  his  hind  legs,  and  looked  defiance  with 
all  his  might.  There  was  something  about 
him  which  seemed   to  say  —  ''Come  down 
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here,  you  coward;  come  down,  and  we'll 
give  you  a  peeling."  I  did  not,  however, 
accept  the  challenge.  Though  I  would  have 
been  willing  to  try  my  hand  with  him  in 
single  combat,  forty  to  one  was  rather  too 
many,  and  so  I  remained  in  my  castle. 

Rage,  like  every  thing  else,  must  have 
its  end ;  so,  in  the  course  of  half  an  hour, 
the  chivalry  of  these  pigs  began  to  abate. 
Two  or  three  of  them  slipped  off  into  the 
bushes,  and  their  example  was  soon  followed 
by  others.  In  the  course  of  half  an  hour, 
they  were  all  dispersed  except  the  com- 
mander-in-chief, and  even  he,  at  last,  took 
his  departure,  having  expressed  his  contempt 
and  defiance  in  a  few  significant  grunts.  I 
waited  till  the  whole  troop  had  vanished. 
I  then  cautiously  descended,  and  proceeded 
wqth  a  light  step  upon  my  w^ay.  I  looked 
back  several  times,  and  scrutinized  the  thick- 
ets that  lay  along  my  path.  I  travelled 
pretty  rapidly  for  three  or  four  miles,  and  I 
may  as  well  confess  that  I  breathed  much 
more  freely  when  I  found  I  had  distanced 
the  enemy.  It  may  seem  ridiculous  that 
one  should   be  seriously  frightened  at   such 
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an  attack;  yet  the  scene  dwelt  for  some 
time  in  my  memory,  and,  for  several  nights, 
my  dreams  were  embellished  with  images 
drawn  from  the  swinish  mob  that  had 
assailed  me  in  the  woods. 

I  now  continued  my  journey ;  and,  at  the 
end  of  eight  days,  I  reached  the  place  of 
my  destination.  I  found  the  person  whom 
I  sought  to  be  a  fat,  burly  Englishman, 
named  Hartley,  possessing  about  a  hundred 
negroes,  all  of  whom  were  engaged  in  the 
cultivation  of  coffee.  When  I  told  him  my 
errand,  he  looked  at  me  with  surprise,  and 
seemed  at  first  to  be  in  doubt  whether  he 
should  answer  my  inquiries.  At  last,  having 
satisfied  himself  that  I  had  no  sinister  ob- 
ject in  view,  he  told  me  the  story  which 
shall  be  related  in  the  next  chapter. 
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CHAPTER   IX. 

MR.     hartley's     story A     NEW     PROJECT. 

"Your  uncle,"  said  Mr.  Hartley,  "was 
directed  to  Surinam  rather  by  chance  than 
choice.  He  fled  from  St.  Domingo  during 
the  troubles  there.  The  vessel  in  which 
he  came  was  the  only  one  which  offered 
him  an  immediate  chance  of  escape,  and 
as  His  life  was  in  danger,  he  went  on  board 
of  her.  When  he  reached  Paramaribo,  he 
had  considerable  property,  and  thinking  that 
the  place  offered  him  fair  prospects,  he  in- 
vested his  money  in  ships,  and  established 
himself  as  a  merchant.  He  was  very  enter- 
prising, and  for  a  time  successful.  His 
manners  were  pleasing,  and  he  won  the 
good  will  of  every  body  around  him.  He 
paid  his  addresses  to  the  daughter  of  a 
rich  planter,  and  soon  married  her. 

"  He  thus  became  allied  to  one  of  the  first 
families  in  Surinam.  This  circumstance, 
added   to   others    of  a   favorable   character, 


86  DICK    BOLDHERO. 

soon  gave  him  an  eligible  standing  in  so- 
ciety. But  suddenly  a  blight  came  over 
his  prospects,  and  his  descent  was  even 
more  rapid  than  his  elevation. 

"  After  he  had  been  at  Paramaribo  about 
three  years,  he  deemed  it  necessary  to  go 
to  Amsterdam.  Having  adjusted  his  busi- 
ness there,  he  took  passage  in  one  of  his 
own  ships,  to  return.  She  was  said  to  be 
richly  laden,  and,  according  to  his  state- 
ment, had  merchandise  on  board  to  the 
amount  of  more  than  two  hundred  thou- 
sand dollars.  Previous  to  her  departure,  he 
sent  to  Surinam,  and  had  insurance  effected 
thero,  to  the  amount  of  two  hundred  and 
fifty  thousand  dollars,  upon  the  ship  and 
cargo.  He  returned  to  Paramaribo,  stating 
that  his  vessel  was  wrecked  upon  one  of 
the  West  India  Islands  in  a  gale,  and  that 
the  ship  and  cargo  were  entirely  lost ;  he, 
with  the  captain  and  two  hands  only,  being 
saved  by  swimming  to  the  shore. 

"Under  these  circumstances,  he  claimed 
the  insurance;  but  this  was  refused  by  the 
company.  Your  uncle  brought  an  action 
against   them ;    but    an    affidavit   was   pro- 
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duced  in  court,  signed  by  the  captain  and 
the  two  hands,  declaring  that  the  ship  was 
run  on  shore  by  your  uncle's  orders  —  his 
purpose  being  to  destroy  the  vessel  and  then 
claim  the  insurance,  which  was  said  to  be 
twice  the  amount  of  the  real  cost.  The 
astonishment  that  prevailed  through  the  city 
of  Paramaribo  at  these  disclosures  cannot  be 
described.  Your  uncle  breasted  the  shock 
with  great  courage,  declared  his  innocence, 
and  asked  only  for  time  and  opportunity 
to  clear  up  the  whole  transaction  ;  but  the 
judgment  of  the  court  was  against  him,  and 
public  opinion  went  with  it.  His  popularity 
vanished  at  once  ;  his  friends  deserted  him, 
and  his  creditors  coming  upon  him,  he  was 
unable  to  pay  them,  and  was  consequently 
thrown  into  prison. 

''  Here  he  remained  for  two  years,  during 
which  period  his  wife  died,  leaving  a  daugh- 
ter, who  has  since  remaiiied  with  her  grand- 
father, M.  S eager,  and  is  now  grown  up 
to  be  a  beautiful  black-eyed  girl." 

At  this  point  of  Mr.  Hartley's  story,  my 
mind  turned  back  to  the  place  where  I 
spent  the  first  night  after  my  departure  from 
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Paramaribo,  and  it  seemed  to  me  probable 
that  the  girl  whom  I  had  seen  there  was  my 
cousin.  I  therefore  interrupted  the  narra- 
tive, and  said,  ''  Allow  me  to  inquire,  sir, 
where  the  girl  you  speak  of  now  lives." 
''  With  her  grandfather,"  was  the  reply, 
"about  ten  miles  from  Paramaribo."  "Then 
I  have  seen  her,"  said  I.  "Indeed  1"  said  the 
Englishman,  "  and  how  did  that  happen  ?  " 

I  then  related  my  adventures  at  the  plan- 
tation, giving  a  brief  account  of  my  fright 
at  the  bat,  the  hospitality  with  which  I  was 
treated,  and  the  interest  that  had  been  ex- 
cited in  the  black-eyed  girl  on  learning  my 
name.  When  I  had  done,  Mr.  Hartley 
proceeded  as  follows :  — 

"It  is  a  strange  accident  that  should 
have  brought  you  into  an  acquaintance  with 
your  cousin  Mirabel.  However,  to  proceed 
with  your  uncle's  story.  As  he  continued 
in  prison,  no  opportunity  was  afforded  for 
him  even  to  make  an  attempt  to  clear  up 
his  character.  His  name,  therefore,  passed 
into  contempt  and  infamy.  M.  Scager,  who 
was  a  proud  and  haughty  man,  was  sorely 
mortified  at  the   disgrace   which  had   fallen 
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upon  his  family  througli  the  connection,  and 
would  permit  no  one  even  to  speak  of  his 
son-in-law. 

"  Time  passed  on,  and  the  subject  was 
nearly  forgotten.  Your  uncle  seemed  as 
completely  lost  to  the  world  as  if  he  had 
been  dead  and  buried ;  but  at  length  a 
considerable  excitement  was  produced  by 
the  rumor  that  he  had  escaped  from  prison. 
On  inquiry,  it  was  found  that  he  was  gone, 
but  no  one  could  tell  how  he  had  effected 
his  liberation,  or  whither  he  had  fled.  This 
occurred  about  a  dozen  years  ago.  It  ex- 
cited no  little  curiosity  at  the  time,  and 
various  rumors  were  afloat  respecting  it. 

''  There  were  a  few  persons  who  had 
always  entertained  the  belief  that  your  uncle 
was  the  victim  of  a  foul  conspiracy  between 
the  insurance  company  and  the  captain  of 
the  ship ;  that  the  loss  of  the  vessel  was 
unavoidable  ;  and  that,  in  order  to  save  the 
immense  sum  for  which  insurance  had  been 
eflfected,  the  captain  had  been  bribed  to 
make  oath  to  a  false  statement.  But  these 
rumors  gradually  subsided,  and  for  the  space 
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of  nearly  a  dozen  years,  your  uncle's  name 
was  hardly  mentioned. 

*'  But  about  a  twelvemonth  ago  there  was 
occasion  for  new  surprise.  I  had  known 
your  uncle  intimately,  for,  during  his  resi- 
dence in  Paramaribo,  I  also  lived  there.  I 
had  the  greatest  confidence  in  him,  and 
loved  him  as  if  he  had  been  my  brother. 
I  never  fully  credited  the  charges  that  were 
brought  against  him,  and  therefore  made 
some  efforts  in  his  behalf  during  his  im- 
prisonment ;  but  it  became  necessary  for  me 
to  establish  myself  here,  and  I  was  able  to 
render  him  no  effectual  assistance.  I  had 
no  communication  from  him  after  I  left 
Paramaribo,  and  had  no  better  means  of 
judging  whither  he  had  gone  than  any  other 
individual.  His  escape,  however,  seemed 
to  be  an  argument  against  him ;  and  as 
nothing  was  heard  from  him,  my  mind 
gradually  yielded  to  the  conviction  that  he 
had  been  guilty  of  the  crime  with  which 
he  was  charged. 

"But  about  a  year  ago,  I  was  astonished 
as  well   as  deliofhted   to  receive   from  Am- 
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sterclam  a  remittance  amounting  to  sixty 
thousand  dollars,  with  directions  to  pay  your 
uncle's  creditors  the  full  amount  due  to 
them,  both  principal  and  interest.  No  ex- 
planations whatever  were  given ;  no  clew 
was  afforded  as  to  the  source  from  which 
the  money  came.  I  proceeded  to  distribute 
it  according  to  the  directions,  paid  every 
one  of  the  persons  to  whom  your  uncle  was 
indebted,  and  had  still  a  balance  of  about 
two  thousand  dollars  in  my  hands.  I  have 
written  to  the  persons  at  Amsterdam,  through 
whom  the  money  came  to  me,  making  in- 
quiries as  to  your  uncle,  and  asking  instruc- 
tions respecting  the  surplus  that  remains, 
and  have  had  only  the  naked  reply,  that 
no  knowledge  whatever  of  your  uncle  is  in 
possession  of  the  parties,  and  that  they  have 
no  directions  but  those  given  me  in  the 
first  letter. 

"  I  have  not  been  able  to  obtain  any 
precise  information  respecting  your  uncle. 
Upon  the  payment  of  his  debts,  an  entire 
revolution  of  public  opinion  took  place  at 
Paramaribo,  in  regard  to  him.  The  belief 
became  general  that  he  was,  what  he  seemed 
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to  be,  a  high-minded  and  honorable  man, 
and  that  he  had  suffered  from  a  base  con- 
spiracy. •  The  uneasiness  displayed  by  a  cer- 
tain lawyer,  who  had  been  connected  with 
the  insurance  company,  served  to  confirm 
these  opinions. 

"There  was  also  another  circumstance 
which  contributed  to  the  same  result,  and 
this  was,  that  the  captain  had  never  returned 
to  Paramaribo,  although  he  had  a  wife  and 
family  there ;  and  it  was  reported  that  he 
had  turned  out  a  desperate  character,  and 
had  been  engaged  in  several  piratical  ex- 
peditions." 

It  may  be  well  believed  that  I  listened 
to  this  recital  with  the  most  intense  inter- 
est. Scarcely  was  it  finished,  when  my 
determination  was  formed  to  set  about  a 
search  for  my  uncle.  I  soon  communicated 
these  views  to  Mr.  Hartley.  At  first  he 
objected,  —  urging  my  youth,  the  utter  want 
of  a  clew  by  which  he  could  be  traced, 
and  my  destitution  of  means  for  sustaining 
the  expense  of  the  undertaking,  as  con- 
clusive arguments  against  it. 

He   considered   the  project   indeed  to  be 
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the  hair-brained  dream  of  a  sanguine  boy ; 
but  as  I  persisted  in  my  resolution,  and 
suggested  my  plan  of  operation,  he  began 
to  listen,  and  in  the  end,  gave  me  his  hearty 
support  and  efficient  aid.  He  supplied  me 
with  letters  to  several  persons  in  Parama- 
ribo, who  might  aid  me  in  my  researches, 
furnished  me  with  money  for  my  immediate 
expenses,  and  gave  me  a  letter  of  credit 
for  what  I  might  further  need.  Being  thus 
provided,  I  soon  set  out  for  Paramaribo, 
with  high  hopes  of  success  in  my  proposed 
search. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

VISIT      TO      CARACCAS THE      INTERVIEW THE 

EARTHQUAKE SUCCESS. 

Mounted  upon  the  back  of  a  small  but 
vigorous  Dutch  pony,  I  made  my  way  upon 
my  return  much  more  rapidly  than  I  had 
done  on  foot  in  proceeding  into  the  country. 
At  the  end  of  about  eight  days,  I  reached 
the  city.  During  my  ride  I  had  revolved 
many  schemes  in  my  head,  and  I  had  deter- 
mined, not  only  to  find  out  my  uncle,  but, 
if  possible,  to  vindicate  his  reputation.  The 
scale  of  my  operations  was  pretty  large, 
considering  my  youth  ;  but  through  life  our 
anticipations  are  very  apt  to  be  extensive 
in  proportion  as  our  means  are  small. 

Immediately  upon  arriving  at  Paramaribo, 
I  set  about  my  inquiries ;  but  a  fortnight 
passed  away,  and  nothing  transpired  to 
give  me  the  least  hope  of  success.  But 
one  night,  as  I  was  walking  along  the  quay 
of  the  city,  a  person  muffled  up  in  a  cloak 
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met   me,   handed    me    a   letter,    and    disap- 
peared.    I  hastened  to  my  room,  opened  the 
paper,  and   read  as  follows :     "  Your  uncle 
is  an  innocent  and  injured  man.     There  are 
those  in  this  city  who  have   participated  in 
the  mqans  by  which  his  character  was  ren- 
dered infamous.     The   chief  instrument  by 
which    the   base    plot  was   executed    is  the 
captain  of  the  ship  that  was  lost.     He  now 
lives   in   a  splendid  villa   near   the   city    of 
Caraccas,  under  the  name  of  Signor  Sevil." 
There  was  neither  date  nor   signature  to 
this    paper ;  and   whether  to  consider   it   as 
a  mere    imposition,  or  as  founded   in  truth 
and  designed  to  aid  my  researches,  I  could 
not   determine.     I  submitted    it    to  my  ad- 
viser, to  whom  I  had  been  commended  by 
Mr.  Hartley,  and  he  deemed  the  communi- 
cation of  great  importance.     It  was  finally 
determined    that  I   should   proceed  to   Car- 
accas, in  the  hope  of  ascertaining  whether 
the  statement  in  the  paper  was  true,  and  if 
so,  how  far  the  fact   could  be    made  avail- 
able to  the  clearing  up  of  my  uncle's  char- 
acter.    Before  my  departure,  I  went  to  see 
my  cousin  Mirabel,  and  proffered  my  claim 
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to  relationship.  She  received  me  kindly, 
and  entered  with  enthusiasm  into  my  proj- 
ects. I  left .  her,  and,  taking  passage  in  a 
small  coasting  vessel,  set  out  for  Caraccas. 

This  city  is  situated  on  the  northern  coast 
of  South  America,  and  is  the  capital  of 
the  fine  province  of  Venezuela.  In  about 
twenty  days  we  reached  our  destined  port, 
and  I  set  out  immediately  for  the  city, 
which  lies  about  fifteen  miles  from  the  sea. 
Our  road  lay  over  mountainous  ridges,  but 
we  were  rapidly  and  safely  carried  by  mules, 
and  reached  Caraccas  in  the  space  of  a  few 
hours. 

I  found  this  place  to  contain  some  fifty 
thousand  inhabitants,  nearly  all  of  them 
Spaniards.  The  streets  were  built  at  right 
angles,  and  were  exceedingly  narrow.  The 
houses  had  a  gloomy  look,  there  being  in 
each  but  one  or  two  windows  towards  the 
street;  but  in  the  rear  they  had  large  courts, 
where  there  were  often  very  pleasant  gar- 
dens, with  walks  and  fountains.  There  were 
several  public  squares  in  the  town,  among 
which  the  Plaga  Mayor  was  the  principal. 
This  was  about  three  hundred  and  twenty 
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feet  square,  and  here  was  the  chief  market 
of  the  city.  The  churches  were  numerous, 
and  the  cathedral  was  very  splendid. 

I  gave  myself  little  time  to  survey  the 
city,  but  immediately  entered  upon  the  busi- 
ness that  had  brought  me  hither.  I  soon 
found  that  such  a  person  as  Signor  Sevil 
actually  lived  in  a  handsome  edifice  in  the 
suburbs  of  the  city.  Upon  further  inquiry, 
I  ascertained  that  he  had  resided  there  but 
a  few  years,  that  he  was  a  foreigner,  and 
a  degree  of  doubt  and  mystery  hung  over 
his  life  and  character.  There  were  even 
suspicions  that  he  had  been  engaged  in  cer- 
tain piratical  expeditions;  but  as  all  this 
was  surmise,  and  he  appeared  to  be  in  the 
possession  of  wealth,  the  subject  was  little 
agitated. 

I  remained  for  several  weeks,  endeavor- 
ing to  trace  out  the  history  of  this  indi- 
vidual, and  became  satisfied  that  he  was 
actually  the  captain  who  had  commanded 
the  vessel  in  which  my  uncle's  property  was 
lost,  and  through  whose  villany  he  had  been 
made  to  suffer  so  severely.  Yet  I  was  un- 
able to  obtain  any  specific  proofs  that  would 
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answer  my  purpose.  I  revolved  a  great 
many  schemes,  and  finally  determined  to 
seek  an  interview  with  the  captain,  tell  him 
my  object  boldly,  and  take  my  chance  for 
the  result.  If  I  gained  no  advantage,  I 
should  at  least  lose  nothing. 

Accordingly,  I  wrote  a  letter  to  the  cap- 
tain, who  bore  the  name  of  Signor  Sevil, 
stating  that  a  person  from  Paramaribo 
desired  to  see  him  on  important  business. 
This  I  despatched  to  his  house,  and  received 
for  answer  that  he  would  call  upon  me,  at 
the  place  designated,  on  the  morrow.  At 
the  time  appointed  he  came,  and  seemed 
not  a  httle  surprised  at  the  youthfulness  of 
the  person  with  whom  he  was  to  have  an 
interview.  I  began  by  addressing  him  as 
Captain  Pierce,  remarking  that  I  was  well 
acquainted  with  his  history  and  character, 
and  that  my  name  was  Boldhero.  He 
started  to  his  feet  as  if  he  had  been  stung 
by  an  adder,  and  then  seemed  about  to 
rush  upon  me.  I  had  provided  myself 
with  a  pistol,  which  I  drew  from  my  bosom, 
and  presented  to  his  face.  This  seemed 
to   have  a   cooling   effect ;    he   immediately 
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forced  a  smile,  resumed  his  chair,  and  said, 
"  Well,  well,  let  us  hear  what  you  have 
to    say." 

I  then  stated  that  my  object  was  to  vin- 
dicate the  reputation  of  my  uncle,  and  to 
recover  also  the  large  amount  of  money  due 
from  the  insurance  company  at  Surinam. 
I  assured  him  that  my  purpose  was  not  to 
bring  him  to  justice,  but  only  to  obtain  from 
him  a  solemn  affidavit,  retracting  his  former 
perjury,  with  a  confession  of  the  means  by 
which  he  had  been  bribed  to  commit  so 
foul  a  wrong. 

When  I  had  done,  the  man  looked  at 
me  with  a  mixture  of  amazement  and  mirth. 
The  audacity  of  my  proposition  seemed  at 
once  to  astonish  and  amuse  him.  After 
looking  me  steadily  in  the  face  for  a  few 
moments,  he  said,  with  great  civility,  "  I 
will  think  of  this  proposition;  and  when  I 
am  prepared  to  erect  a  gallows  and  twist 
a  halter  for  my  own  execution,  I  will  per- 
haps comply  with  your  very  reasonable 
request."  Saying  this,  the  man  rose  from 
his  seat,  saluted  me  with  great  politeness, 
and  was  about  to  depart. 

3471915 
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Stung  with  disappointment  and  indig- 
nation, I  placed  my  back  to  the  door, 
determined  to  oppose  his  departure.  While 
I  stood  a  moment  in  this  position,  facing 
the  captain,  my  feet  seemed  jerked  from 
under  me,  and  I  fell  to  the  floor.  At  the 
same  instant  I  saw  that  he  was  thrown 
forcibly  in  an  opposite  direction,  and  laid 
prostrate.  I  arose,  but  was  instantly  thrown 
down  again.  I  could  now  perceive  that 
the  room  was  rocking  backward  and  for- 
ward ;  at  the  same  time,  my  ears  were  filled 
with  the  most  terrific  sounds  I  ever  heard. 
With  a  powerful  effort,  I  arose,  and  rushed 
down  the  stairs  into  the  street. 

The  earth  trembled  beneath  my  feet,  and 
the  buildings  around  seemed  to  be  rushing 
into  a  mass  of  ruins.  On  every  side,  I  could 
hear  the  crash  of  buildings  falling  to  the 
earth ;  the  screams  of  men,  women,  and 
children,  filled  with  despair  or  crushed  be- 
neath the  falling  fragments;  together  with 
a  heavy  and  portentous  sound,  like  the 
deep  bellowing  of  thunder  smothered  in  the 
bowels  of  the  earth.  Completely  bewil- 
dered, I   rushed  along  the    street,    escaping 
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as  if  by  miracle  from  the  bricks,  and  stones, 
and  timbers,  that  fell  around  me.  At  length 
I  reached  the  Pla^a  Mayor,  where  I  had 
an  extended  view  of  the  scene. 

The  whole  space  was  nearly  covered  with 
people ;  priests  with  their  crosses ;  women 
with  their  children;  aged  men  and  women, 
tottering  with  years ;  the  rich  and  the  poor, 
the  strong  and  the  weak,  the  young  and  the 
old;  some  silent  and  some  wailing;  some 
prostrate  on  the  earth  ;  others  kneeling  and 
telling  their  beads ;  others  standing  erect, 
and  spreading  upward  their  beseeching  hands 
to  Heaven.  While  such  was  the  spectacle 
before  the  eye,  the  ear  was  stunned  with 
strange  and  appalling  sounds,  and,  at  the 
same  time,  the  earth  trembled  as  if  the 
very  stones  were  filled  with  fear  at  the 
awful   visitation. 

Around  the  square,  most  of  the  buildings 
were  prostrate.  The  only  edifice  that  seemed 
to  defy  the  shock  was  the  cathedral,  which 
occupied  a  portion  of  the  open  space.  The 
agitation  of  the  earth  continued  for  a  few 
minutes,  when  it  gradually  subsided.  The 
trembling  at  last  totally  ceased,  the  air  be- 
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came  still,  and  a  deathlike  silence  settled 
over  the  ruined  city.  It  was  evident  that 
the  earthquake  had  passed,  and  the  inhab- 
itants, by  slow  degrees,  began  now  to  re- 
cover from  their  panic. 

The  desolation  that  pervaded  the  place 
was,  however,  terrific.  Thousands  of  peo- 
ple had  been  killed,  and  many  of  the  living 
were  now  houseless  and  homeless.  En- 
deavoring to  shun  the  sights  of  misery  that 
presented  themselves  on  every  side,  I  wan- 
dered about,  scarcely  knowing  whither  I 
went.  At  last  I  found  myself  near  my 
lodgings.  The  building  was  still  standing, 
though  considerably  injured.  While  I  stood 
before  it,  surveying  its  aspect,  I  heard  a 
deep  groan  near  at  hand.  On  going  to  the 
spot  from  whence  the  sound  issued,  I  found 
the  captain  half  buried  beneath  a  mass  of 
bricks.  I  went  to  him,  and  he  instantly 
recognized  me.  "  For  God's  sake  give  me 
help !  "  said  he,  "  though  it  is  perhaps  of 
little  consequence,  for  I  have  but  a  few 
hours  to  live." 

Touched  by  the  poor  man's  sufferings,  I 
immediately   fell    to  work  to   extricate   him, 
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but  found  the  task  beyond  my  strength.  I 
ran  for  help,  which  I  obtained  with  some 
difficulty,  and  the  sufferer  was  taken  up,  and 
carried  into  the  adjacent  building,  where  I 
had  lodged.  "  I  am  dying,"  said  he  to  me. 
'•  I  beg  you  to  send  for  a  priest.  Be  speedy, 
as  you  would  have  mercy  on  the  soul  of  a 
great  sinner." 

I  ran  to  the  Placa  Mayor,  and  speedily 
brought  a  friar  to  the  bedside  of  the  dying 
man.  We  were  all  required  to  leave  the 
room,  and  the  captain  proceeded  to  make 
his  confession  in  the  ear  of  the  priest.  The 
holy  father  told  him  that  his  crimes  were 
great,  and  he  could  only  offer  him  abso- 
lution upon  condition  that  he  would  put 
his  declaration  in  writing,  and  in  such  a  form 
as  would  enable  the  parties  he  had  injured 
to  obtain  justice. 

After  a  violent  struggle  with  his  pride, 
the  sufferer  yielded,  and  a  magistrate  was 
called  to  receive  his  dying  affirmation.  This 
was  executed  in  due  form,  and  in  my  pres- 
ence. It  completely  exculpated  my  uncle 
from  all  blame.  It  declared  that  his  ship 
was  lost  by  stress  of  weather,  and  that  he, 
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the  captain,  had  been  bribed  to  give  per- 
jured evidence,  in  stating'  that  the  catas- 
trophe had  been  brought  about  by  my  uncle's 
orders.  Scarcely  had  he  finished  this  dec- 
laration, and  sworn  to  it,  when  he  was 
seized  with  spasms,  his  mind  wandered, 
and,  with  a  struggle  that  shook  his  whole 
frame,  he  expired. 
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CHAPTER   XL 

RETURN  TO  PARAMARIBO MIRABEL VOYAGE 

BUENOS  AYRES THE  PAMPAS. 

The  object  of  my  visit  to  Caraccas  having 
been  completed  in  a  manner  which  seemed 
almost  miraculous,  I  was  impatient  to  return 
to  Paramaribo,  and  take  counsel  as  to  what 
steps  should  be  adopted  for  the  discovery 
of  my  uncle.  I  therefore  took  passage  in 
the  first  vessel  bound  for  that  port;  and  in 
the  space  of  twenty-four  days  found  my- 
self again  sailing  up  the  Surinam. 

We  soon  landed,  and,  after  despatching  a 
letter  to  Mr.  Hartley,  informing  him  of  my 
success,  and  requesting  him  immediately  to 
repair  to  Paramaribo,  I  hastened  to  the  house 
of  M.  Scager,  my  uncle's  father-in-law.  I 
had  seen  the  old  gentleman  before  my  de- 
parture for  Caraccas,  but  had  not  consulted 
him  as  to  the  object  of  my  expedition. 
Such,  indeed,  had  been  the  bitterness  of 
his   feelings  towards  my  uncle,  on   account 
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of  the  disgrace  associated  with  his  name, 
that  even  an  allusion  to  him  excited  his 
anger. 

I  had,  however,  seen  my  black-eyed 
cousin  Mirabel,  and  imparted  to  her  my 
scheme,  and  the  hopes  I  entertained  of 
rescuing  her  father's  name  from  reproach ; 
and  if  successful  in  this,  my  determination 
to  range  the  world  until  I  might  discover 
him. 

Young  as  she  was,  Mirabel  entered  into 
my  views  with  ardor,  and  I  believe  that 
my  own  resolution  was  quickened  in  no 
small  degree  by  the  feelings  which  animated 
her  bosom,  and  which  I  saw  vividly  painted 
upon  her  countenance. 

When  I  reached  the  house,  M.  Scager 
was  absent,  and  my  first  interview  was 
with  Mirabel.  She  saw  me,  indeed,  before 
I  reached  the  door,  and  was  about  to  fly 
towards  me ;  but  she  suddenly  stopped,  and 
gazed  earnestly  in  my  face.  Seeming  to 
be  satisfied  with  the  tidings  it  bore,  she 
rushed  forward,  and  I  received  her  in  my 
arms. 

It  may  seem  that  this  proceeding  suited 
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my  name  better  than  my  age  and  condition ; 
but  it  must  be  considered  that  Mirabel  was 
my  cousin ;  that  I  had  achieved  a  great 
service  in  behalf  of  her  father;  and  that 
the  girl  had  very  handsome  black  eyes. 

My  story  was  soon  told,  and  I  cannot 
describe  the  happiness  that  shone  in  Mira- 
bel's face.  But  in  a  short  time  I  perceived 
that  it  was  shaded  by  a  look  of  the  deepest 
sorrow.  I  inquired  the  cause,  and,  begging 
me  to  excuse  her  seeming  ingratitude,  she 
told  me  that  her  anxiety  to  know  her  fa- 
ther's fate,  and  to  see  him  if  living,  was 
so  great  as  even  to  drown  the  enjoyment 
derived  from  knowing  that  his  name  would 
now  be  rescued  from  the  shame  which  had 
long  attended  it.  I  spoke  cheeringly  to  her 
in  reply,  and  promised  again  to  compass  sea 
and  land  in  search  of  him. 

While  we  were  thus  engaged,  M.  Scager 
returned.  I  hesitated  as  to  the  manner  in 
which  I  should  communicate  the  intelligence 
I  had  brought.  Mirabel,  seeing  my  embar- 
rassment, took  the  papers  which  I  had  ob- 
tained from  Caraccas,  and,  placing  them  in 
her  grandfather's  hands,  begged  him  to  read 
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them  at  his  leisure.     The  old  man  sat  down. 


and  while  he  was  taking  out  his  spectacles, 
Mirabel  slipped  out  of  the  room,  beckon- 
ing me  with  a  fairy  sweep  of  her  finger  to 
follow  her. 

We  had  not  long  been  absent,  when 
we  were  recalled,  and  M.  Scager  inquired 
how  these  papers  came  into  Mirabel's  hands. 
She  briefly  told  him  how  I  had  obtained 
them.  The  old  man  looked  at  me  stead- 
fastly and  doubtingly  for  a  moment,  and 
then,  seeming  to  assent  to  the  truth  of  the 
documents  he  had  been  perusing,  he  ex- 
claimed, "After  all,  Mirabel,  your  father 
was  what  he  seemed,  a  noble  and  an  honest 
man,  and  I  have  done  him  grievous  wrong. 
Come  here,  my  child."  As  he  said  this,  he 
held  out  his  hand,  and  Mirabel,  approaching 
him,  was  taken  in  his  arms,  and  the  old 
man's  tears  fell  thick  and  fast  upon  her  face. 
I  felt  the  scene  to  be  almost  more  than  I 
could  bear,  and  hastily  left  the  room. 

I  need  not  detail  the  events  which  im- 
mediately followed.  It  will  be  suflicient  to 
say,    that  in  the  course  of  a  few  days  Mr. 
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Hartley  arrived,  and,  upon  consulting  a  law- 
yer, it  was  thought  that  the  papers  I  had 
procured  would  be  not  only  sufficient  to 
establish  my  uncle's  innocence,  but  to  enable 
him,  if  living,  to  recover  from  the  insurance 
company  an  immense  sum  of  money,  not 
only  for  the  loss  of  his  cargo,  but  for  in- 
terest, and  the  conspiracy  which  had  been 
entered  into  with  the  captain  of  the  wrecked 
vessel.  If  he  were  dead,  these  sums,  it  was 
thought,  could  be  recovered  by  his  heirs. 

It  now  became  a  matter  of  extreme  in- 
terest to  trace  my  uncle's  career  from  the 
time  he  escaped  from  the  prison  and  left 
Paramaribo.  M.  Scager  had  received  several 
letters  from  him,  but  these  did  not  clearly 
indicate  the  place  of  his  abode.  After  con- 
sulting these  letters,  and  putting  together 
all  the  information  that  could  be  obtained, 
it  was  determined  that  I  should  proceed 
with  all  possible  despatch  to  Valparaiso,  at 
which  place  it  appeared  tolerably  certain 
he  had  been  established  in  business  about 
ten  years  before.  Being  supplied  with  let- 
ters of  introduction   and   plenty  of  money, 
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I  took  my  departure ;  not,  however,  with- 
out an  affectionate  farewell  from  my  gentle 
cousin. 

My  plan  was  to  proceed  to  Buenos  Ayres 
in  a  vessel,  and  cross  the  continent,  in  a 
westerly  direction,  to  Chili,  of  which  Val- 
paraiso is  the  chief  commercial  port.  I 
accordingly  entered  on  board  a  brig  bound 
for  Buenos  Ayres.  We  were  soon  upon 
the  ocean,  and  I  had  now  leisure  to  reflect 
upon  the  circumstances  which  had  recently 
transpired,  and  the  prospects  that  lay  be- 
fore me. 

Although  I  was  still  a  youth,  I  had  already 
accomplished  something,  and  was  now  en- 
gaged in  an  enterprise  seldom  committed 
to  the  charge  of  one  so  young  as  myself 
I  was  surprised  to  observe  the  change  which 
had  taken  place  in  my  feelings  and  charac- 
ter in  the  space  of  a  few  months.  When 
I  first  arrived  at  Paramaribo,  I  was  but  a 
boy.  I  had  now  the  settled  thoughts,  plans, 
and  purposes,  of  a  man.  I  was  bound  to 
a  distant  country,  and  dangers  and  trials  lay 
before  me ;  but  these  did  not  in  the  slight- 
est  degree    shake   my    resolution.     Though 
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I  was  calm,  I  had  still  the  ardent  hope 
and  sanguine  expectation  which  belong  to 
youth. 

Although  I  knew  the  extreme  uncertainty 
of  my  being  able  to  find  my  uncle,  yet  I  had 
still  a  sort  of  faith  that  I  should  at  last  suc- 
ceed in  this.  "  What  happiness,"  thought 
I,  "  would  flow  from  such  an  event ! "  I 
often  indulged  my  imagination  in  picturing 
his  return  —  in  fancying  the  meeting  be- 
tween him  and  his  daughter.  I  thought 
also  of  the  benefits  that  might  ultimately 
flow  to  my  mother  and  sister;  and  I  had 
likewise  some  dreams  of  a  vague  but  agree- 
able nature  which  had  relation  to  Mirabel 
and  myself. 

Our  vessel  stole  on  before  a  gentle  wind, 
but  though  I  was  entirely  at  leisure,  my 
mind  was  never  more  busy ;  my  faculties 
seemed  roused  in  every  respect,  and  al- 
though my  thoughts  dwelt  so  much  upon 
the  particular  purpose  of  my  present  expe- 
dition, I  still  noticed,  with  lively  interest, 
every  object  of  curiosity  that  came  in  my 
way.  I  was  greatly  struck  with  the  splen- 
dor   of    the    starry    firmament    amid    these 
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tropical  regions.  As  we  proceeded  farther 
and  farther  south,  groups  of  stars,  which  I 
had  never  seen  before,  and  which  are  not 
visible  in  the  northern  hemisphere,  came 
to  view.  Many  of  these  were  exceedingly 
brilliant,  and  at  night,  in  the  absence  of 
the  moon,  seemed  to  fill  the  whole  atmos- 
phere with  a  mild  lustre. 

Nor  were  the  objects  connected  with  the 
sea  much  less  interesting.  Flocks  of  fly- 
ing fishes,  pursued  by  dolphins  in  the  water, 
occasionally  burst  from  the  briny  element, 
and  shot  like  arrows  for  a  considerable 
distance  through  the  air.  Huge  sharks  ac- 
companied our  vessel  day  after  day,  and  a 
large  species  of  seal,  which  has  often  been 
taken  for  the  mermaid,  would  occasionally 
lift  its  head  above  the  wave,  and,  having 
surveyed  us  for  a  moment,  would  sink  back 
into  the  sea.  The  albatross,  the  largest  of 
seafowl,  occasionally  swept  by  us ;  and  myr- 
iads of  wild  ducks,  seeming  Uke  skeins  of 
thread  bending  and  winding  against  the 
verge  of  the  distant  horizon,  skimmed  the 
surface  of  the  waters  along  the  shores  of 
the  continent. 
10 
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Ill  about  forty  days  from  the  time  of 
our  departure,  we  entered  the  mouth  of 
the  mighty  river  La  Plata.  Such  was  its 
width,  that  it  seemed  hke  the  sea;  but  we 
gradually  approached  the  shore,  and  on  the 
southern  bank  of  the  river,  one  hundred  and 
fifty  miles  from  its  mouth,  we  now  saw  the 
city  of  Buenos  Ayres.  Anchoring  at  the 
distance  of  seven  or  eight  miles  from  the 
town,  on  account  of  the  shallow  water,  the 
captain  and  myself  entered  a  boat  and  were 
rowed  to  the  city. 

My  stay  in  this  place  was  short,  and  I 
had  not  an  opportunity  to  examine  it  with 
care.  It  stretches  along  a  high  bank  for 
about  two  miles,  and  contains  about  sixty 
thousand  inhabitants.  These  are  chiefly  of 
Spanish  descent.  There  are  a  few  negroes, 
some  of  whom  are  slaves.  By  far  the  larger 
portion  of  the  lower  class  are  Indians,  who 
perform  the  common  labor,  and  discharge 
the  menial  offices,  of  society.  They  speak 
the  Spanish  language,  and  have  forgotten 
alike  their  original  habits  and  their  native 
tongue. 

On    inquiry,    I    found    that   the    distance 
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from  Buenos  Ayres  to  Valparaiso  was  about 
a  thousand  miles.  The  road  led  across 
the  vast  plains  called  the  pampas,  and  also 
over  the  lofty  mountainous  chain  called  the 
Andes.  It  was  rough  and  ill  wrought,  and 
was  therefore  seldom  travelled  with  car- 
riages. I  learned,  also,  that  it  was  beset 
with  thieves  and  robbers. 

In  four  days  after  my  arrival,  my  prep- 
arations were  complete,  and  I  departed. 
I  was  mounted  on  a  strong  horse,  which 
had  been  caught  upon  the  plains  and  trained 
to  the  saddle.  I  was  attended  by  a  stout 
Indian,  also  well  mounted,  as  a  guide.  We 
were  each  armed  with  a  brace  of  pistols 
and  a  dirk.  Thus  equipped,  we  set  for- 
ward. 

Soon  after  leaving  the  city,  we  entered 
upon  a  broken  country,  which  was  for  the 
most  part  entirely  in  a  state  of  nature. 
Here  and  there  was  a  villa  surrounded  by 
a  plantation,  but,  with  these  exceptions, 
every  thing  had  a  wild  aspect.  It  was  now 
May  —  a  period  at  which,  in  the  land  of 
my  nativity,  the  trees  and  plants  are  spring- 
ing into  life.     But  here  it  was  autumn,  and 
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the  sere  and  yellow  leaf  was  visible  over 
the  landscape.  Still,  many  of  the  shrubs 
and  grasses  maintained  their  verdure,  and 
put  forth  their  blossoms.  The  aspect  of 
nature,  however,  was  strange.  The  trees 
were  of  kinds  I  had  never  seen  before, 
and  the  birds  were  all  different  from  those 
with  which  I  had  been  familiar. 

In  the  course  of  two  days,  we  were  upon 
the  pampas.  These  resemble  the  prairies 
of  the  west,  but  they  are  on  a  far  grander 
scale.  They  stretch  out  to  an  amazing  dis- 
tance —  their  whole  extent  being  nearly  ten 
times  as  great  as  that  of  New  England. 
The  surface  is  slightly  undulating,  and  gen- 
erally covered  with  grass  and  thisdes.  A  few 
groups  of  stunted  palm  trees  are  visible,  and 
pools  of  salt  water  are  occasionally  met  with. 

Along  the  road,  we  found  huts,  about 
twenty  miles  apart,  designed  for  the  ac- 
commodation of  travellers.  We  sometimes 
met  persons  on  horseback,  and  saw  numer- 
ous herds  of  wild  cattle  and  troops  of  horses 
grazing  upon  the  plains.  We  had  several 
opportunities  of  witnessing  the  skill  of  the 
hunters   in    taking   these    animals    with    the 
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lasso.  This  is  a  long  rope  with  a  noose 
at  the  end.  The  hunter,  who  is  mounted, 
carries  it  in  a  coil  upon  his  arm :  when 
he  approaches  his  prey,  he  whirls  it  in  the 
air,  and  at  last  throws  it  with  such  skill 
and  precision,  that  the  noose  falls  over  the 
animal's  neck. 

We  one  day  saw  a  hunter  noose  a  wild 
bull  at  a  short  distance  from  us.  When 
the  lasso  was  thrown,  the  animal  was  at 
full  speed,  and  the  hunter  in  chase,  at  the 
distance  of  about  twenty  feet.  The  noose 
was  immediately  drawn  tight  around  the 
neck  of  the  flying  beast.  Wild  with  fright 
and  pain,  the  creature  rushed  forward,  bel- 
lowing with  all  his  lungs.  The  huntsman 
held  on  to  the  rope ;  the  horse,  seeming  to 
understand  the  game,  kept  in  a  position  to 
strain  it  to  the  utmost,  and  at  the  same  time 
to  embarrass  the  progress  of  the  maddened 
fugitive.  At  last,  the  creature  approached 
the  road,  his  mouth  foaming,  his  tongue, 
swollen  and  black,  hanging  from  his  mouth, 
and  his  eyeballs  seeming  ready  to  gush  from 
their  sockets.  Attempting  to  leap  across  a 
chasm,   he   faltered,   and   fell  with   a   heavy 
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groan  into  the  middle  of  the  path.  The 
hunter  sprang  from  his  horse,  and  plunged 
a  knife  deep  into  his  neck.  The  bull 
struggled,  rose  to  his  feet,  and  plunged  fu- 
riously forward.  But  he  soon  staggered, 
and  reeling  round  and  round,  fell  dead  to 
the  earth. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

JOURNEY      CONTINUED TALES       OF      THE      PAM- 
PAS   THE    ANDES. 

We  continued  our  journey  with  great 
industry,  generally  travelling  about  forty 
miles  a  day.  My  Indian  guide  had  the 
usual  taciturnity  of  his  race,  but  occasion- 
ally he  entered  into  conversation,  and  I 
then  discovered  that  he  had  led  a  life  of 
adventure,  and  possessed  the  happy  talent 
of  describing  what  he  had  seen.  I  had 
by  this  time  acquired  a  knowledge  of  the 
Spanish  language,  and  I  therefore  found 
his  narratives  quite  a  resource  during  the 
tedious  hours  during  which  we  seemed  to 
be  creeping,  like  snails,  over  the  almost  in- 
terminable plain. 

He  had  frequently  officiated  before  as  a 
guide  over  the  road  we  were  now  travelling, 
and  he  gave  me  an  account  of  several  oc- 
currences, in  which  he  had  taken  part,  which 
might  have  graced  the  pages  of  romance. 
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It  appears  that  the  pampas  arc  inhabited 
by  a  peculiar  race  of  men  called  gauchos. 
These  are  the  descendants  of  Spaniards  of 
wild  and  irregular  character,  who  had  fled 
from  civilized  society  and  settled  upon  the 
plains,  subsisting  almost  entirely  by  hunting 
and  rearing  cattle.  The  son  followed  the 
vocation  of  the  father,  and  thus  several  suc- 
ceeding generations  of  hunters  had  been 
scattered  over  these  prairies.  At  the  time 
of  which  I  am  speaking,  they  consisted  of 
considerable  numbers  of  people,  though  they 
lived  apart  from  each  other  in  families, 
dwelling  in  small  huts,  and  spending  the 
greater  part  of  their  time  on  horseback. 
These  men  generally  respected  travellers,  but 
occasionally  they  would  take  to  the  highway, 
and  commit  desperate  acts  of  robbery. 

There  were  small  bands  of  Indians,  also, 
whose  homes  were  along  the  southern  bor- 
ders of  the  pampas,  but,  possessing  fleet 
horses,  they  occasionally  made  incursions 
even  into  remote  portions  of  the  plains, 
and  after  having  struck  a  sudden  blow  upon 
some  unprotected  family,  they  would  speed 
to  another  and  another,  marking  their  route 
11 
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with  blood  and  conflagration.  Of  these  wild 
and  savage  people,  my  guide  told  me  vari- 
ous anecdotes.  I  have  not  space  to  recount 
them ;  but,  in  order  to  give  an  idea  of  the 
scenes  which  are  constantly  occurring  in  this 
remote  region  of  the  world,  I  will  repeat 
one  of  the  tales  which  he  told  me. 

A  few  years  previous  to  the  period  of 
which  I  am  speaking,  a  wealthy  Spanish 
gentleman,  with  his  daughter  about  eight- 
een years  of  age,  was  travelling  from  Chili 
to  Buenos  Ay  res.  They  were  in  a  carriage 
drawn  by  four  horses,  and  were  attended 
by  several  servants,  two  of  whom  were  on 
horseback.  One  night,  as  they  were  passing 
through  a  thicket  of  tall  thistles,  a  terrible 
cry  burst  upon  their  ears,  and  at  the  same 
moment  about  a  dozen  savages  sprang  from 
their  lurking-places,  and  immediately  assailed 
the  travelling  party.  The  servants,  who  were 
armed,  discharged  their  pistols,  but  they  were 
speedily  torn  from  their  horses ;  the  coach- 
man was  knocked  from  his  seat^  and  the 
two  post-boys  in  their  fright  ran  away.  The 
gentleman  in  the  coach  threw  open  the 
door   and    rushed  out;   but  at  the    moment 
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he  was  laid  prostrate,  by  a  blow,  upon  the 
eartli. 

Frightened  at  the  sounds  around  them, 
the  horses  in  the  carriage  began  to  rear 
and  plunge,  and  then,  suddenly  springing 
forward,  ran  with  all  their  might.  In  a  few 
moments,  they  were  lost  to  the  view ;  but 
the  ratthng  of  the  wheels  was  heard  for  a 
time,  and  was  then  suddenly  terminated  by 
a  heavy  and  crashing  sound. 

The  pockets  of  the  travellers  were  soon 
rifled,  and  the  Indians  then  departed  in 
pursuit  of  the  coach,  leaving  two  of  the 
servants  who  had  been  engaged  in  the  fray 
dead  upon  the  spot,  and  the  Spanish  gen- 
tleman himself  stunned  by  the  blows  he 
had   received. 

At  the  distance  of  two  miles,  the  savages 
found  the  coach  overturned,  and  reduced 
to  a  mere  wreck.  The  young  lady  within, 
overcome  with  terror,  was  in  a  state  of 
insensibility.  Being  taken  out,  she  was 
speedily  restored.  The  coach  was  then 
rifled,  and  the  lady  being  placed  on  horse- 
back before  one   of  the  savages,  the  party 
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pushed  forward  across  the  prairie  in  i. 
southerly    direction. 

In  the  course  of  four  days,  they  reached 
their  settlements,  and  the  young  lady,  whose 
name  was  Donna  Marina,  was  committed 
to  the  charge  of  a  daughter  of  one  of  the 
savage  chiefs.  Worn  out  with  fatigue  and 
anxiety,  she  seemed  at  first  indifferent  to 
her  fate ;  but  in  the  course  of  a  few  days, 
having  recovered  her  health  and  spirits,  she 
became  desirous  of  knowing  the  fate  that 
awaited  her.  She  then  learned  that  a  mes- 
senger was  to  be  despatched  to  Buenos 
Ayres,  where,  it  was  ascertained,  her  fa- 
ther had  arrived,  proposing  to  surrender 
his  daughter  for  a  ransom  of  five  thousand 
dollars. 

Understanding,  from  the  savage  maiden 
under  whose  care  she  was  placed,  that  no 
personal  injury  to  herself  was  intended,  she 
became  tolerably  calm.  But  it  chanced  that 
there  was  among  the  Indians  a  fiery  young 
warrior,  whose  father  was  a  Spaniard,  his 
mother  being  an  Indian.  He  was  born  at 
one  of  the   Spanish  huts  in  the  vicinity  of 
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Buenos  Ayres,  and  in  his  early  clays  had 
acquired  a  taste  for  the  refinements  of  civil- 
ized life.  But  his  natural  daring  and  love 
of  adventure  had  led  him  to  join  the  wild 
inhabitants  of  the  pampas,  among  whom 
he  had  now  become  a  celebrated  leader. 

At  this  period,  he  was  in  the  bloom  of 
early  manhood,  and  was  remarkable  alike 
for  the  symmetry  of  his  form,  the  grace  of 
his  movements,  and  the  manly  beauty  of 
his  countenance.  Among  the  women  of  the 
tribe  he  was  an  object  of  universal  regard, 
on-  account  of  his  fine  appearance  ;  and  even 
the  stern  old  warriors  could  not  withhold 
their  admiration  at  his  achievements  in  the 
foray  and  the  field.  Thus  an  object  of 
universal  adulation,  it  may  well  be  supposed 
that  the  young  warrior,  whose  name  was 
Yorika,  had  a  pretty  high  estimate  of  him- 
self. He  was  not  of  the  party  who  had 
captured  the  fair  Marina;  but  when  he 
heard  of  the  beauty  of  the  maiden,  he  sought 
an  opportunity  to  see  her.  His  wishes  were 
easily  gratified  by  means  of  a  little  flattery 
bestowed  upon  her  keeper.  Vanity  had  led 
the  youthful  Indian  to  seek   the   interview, 
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but  a  deeper  sentiment  led  him  frequently 
to  renew  it. 

The  beauty  of  the  captive  stole  into  his 
heart,  and,  doubtless,  her  gentle  manners 
awakened  his  recollections  of  scenes  that 
had  been  familiar  in  his  childhood.  At 
all  events,  he  was  deeply  enamored  of  the 
Spanish  maiden,  and  did  not  hesitate  to 
avow  his  passion.  His  overtures,  however, 
were  sternly  repelled ;  and,  stung  to  the 
quick,  the  fiery  savage  determined  to  obtain 
by  force  the  maiden  he  could  not  win  by 
affection. 

During  these  events,  the  messenger  had 
communicated  with  the  father  of  Donna 
Marina  at  Buenos  Ayres,  and  brought  a 
favorable  answer  to  the  proposition  of  ran- 
som. In  two  days,  a  gentleman  was  to 
arrive  at  a  designated  point  to  pay  the 
required  sum  and  receive  the  captive.  Prep- 
arations were  immediately  made  to  carry 
the  treaty  into  effect,  and  in  due  time  four 
Indians  were  despatched,  with  Donna  Ma- 
rina, to  meet  the  Spanish  agent.  Yorika  had 
been  designated  as  one  of  this  party ;  but  he 
excused  himself,  pretending  to  disdain  a  ser- 


DICK    BOLDHERO.  127 

vice  which  offered  so  Httle  of  enterprise  or 
adventure. 

The  party  set  forward,  and  at  the  place 
of  meeting  found  the  person  whom  they 
expected  aheady  in  attendance.  The  ne- 
gotiation was  speedily  settled,  the  money 
paid,  and  the  captive  surrendered.  The 
savages,  and  the  Spanish  maiden,  now  under 
the  charge  of  her  affianced  lover,  also,  de- 
parted. The  latter  were  mounted  on  horse- 
back, and  by  the  light  of  a  summer  moon 
they  made  their  way  across  the  plain.  Re- 
joicing in  their  reunion  after  the  distressing 
events  which  had  transpired,  they  rode  side 
by  side,  their  hearts  being  often  too  full 
for  utterance. 

At  length  their  path  led  them  into  a 
shallow  vale  thickly  overgrown  with  wild 
thistles.  As  they  were  passing  through  this, 
a  pistol  was  fired,  and  a  ball  whizzed  near 
the  breast  of  the  attendant  of  Donna  Ma- 
rina. A  moment  after,  the  athletic  form 
of  Yorika  rose  from  the  thicket,  and  sprang 
like  a  lion  upon  the  objcot  at  which  his 
pistol  had  been  aimed.  The  Spaniard  was 
immediately    pulled    from    his   horse,   and  a 
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desperate  conflict  ensued.  The  superior 
strength  of  the  Indian,  however,  prevailed, 
and  he  soon  pressed  the  form  of  his  antag- 
onist beneath  him.  He  drew  his  dirk,  and 
was  about  to  plunge  it  into  the  breast  of 
his  foe. 

At  this  critical  instant,  the  Spaniard 
brought  his  pistol  to  bear,  and,  discharg- 
ing it  in  the  breast  of  the  Indian,  laid  him 
prostrate  upon  the  earth ;  then,  bruised  and 
bleeding,  he  rose  from  the  ground  and  made 
his  way  to  Marina.  At  first,  the  girl  shrank 
back  with  horror,  imagining  that  it  was  the 
victorious  Yorika,  who  had  come  to  claim 
her  as  his  own.  But  when  her  reason  was 
restored,  and  she  learned  the  truth,  she 
expressed  her  joy  and  gratitude  alike  for 
the  safety  of  her  lover  and  herself. 

Such  was  one  of  the  tales  of  ray  guide, 
which  beguiled  the  weariness  of  our  journey 
over  the  pampas.  He  related  several  nar- 
ratives respecting  the  jaguar,  which  is  a 
kind  of  tiger,  infesting  the  thickets  which 
border  upon  the  road.  One  day,  as  we 
were  passing  through  an  immense  forest  of 
thistles,  ten   feet   in    height,   and    spreading 
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out  like  an  interminable  sea  on  every  side, 
he  pointed  to  a  spot  where  a  traveller,  on 
descending  from  his  horse,  had  been  seized 
and  torn  in  pieces  by  one  of  these  furious 
beasts. 


Day  after  day,  we  continued  our  monot- 
onous course.  Although  it  was  winter,  the 
weather  by  no  means  answered  to  the  com- 
mon idea  of  that  season.  We  had  occa- 
sional rain,  but  it  was  seldom  colder  than 
during  our  April  or  May.  Few  incidents 
occurred  to  break  the  uniformity  of  our 
journey.  One  day  appeared  like  another ; 
and  as  we  had  no  objects  by  which  we 
could  mark  our  progress,  we  seemed,  like 
a    ship    in    the  waste    of  waters,  to   stand 
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still  in  the  midst  of  the  shoreless  desert. 
As  we  stood  alone  upon  the  bosom  of  the 
mighty  prairie,  stretching  out  on  every  side, 
and  blending  itself  with  the  sky,  we  seemed 
dwindled  into  insects.  Never  have  I  felt 
such  a  sense  of  nothingness  as  in  the  pres- 
ence of  that  mighty  plain.  In  measuring 
myself  by  the  gigantic  scale  which  the  pam- 
pas presented,  it  seemed  that  I  might  be 
blotted  from  existence  like  the  veriest  moth 
that  fluttered  in  the  breeze.  It  was  not 
until  I  turned  my  mind  upon  my  plans 
and  prospects,  my  hopes  and  fears,  that  my 
bosom  began  to  swell  again  with  those  pow- 
erful emotions  which  seem  to  give  importance 
to  our  existence,  and  enable  us  to  triumph 
over  the  despondency  which  often  besets 
the  heart,  and  might  otherwise  sink  us  in 
despair. 

The  sense  of  loneliness,  the  yearning  for 
society,  the  longing  to  be  restored  to  the 
sympathy  of  human  beings,  which  beset  one 
in  these  solitudes,  can  only  be  understood 
by  experience.  I  doubtless  felt  these  the 
more  from  my  youth  and  the  want  of  that 
stern  habit  of  self-reliance  which  is  acquired 
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by  men  who  pursue  a  life  of  hazard  and 
adventure.  But  I  was  becoming  trained  in 
the  school  of  experience,  and  day  by  day 
was  learning  to  sustain  myself  with  my  own 
thoughts,  plans,  and  prospects. 

We  met  few  travellers  upon  the  road. 
Four  men  on  horseback,  and  a  company 
with  two  vehicles,  were  all  that  we  encoun- 
tered in  a  distance  of  more  than  five  hun- 
dred miles.  The  latter  consisted  of  some 
five-and-twenty  persons.  They  had  a  bag- 
gage-cart, which  was  a  capacious,  rude, 
uncouth-looking  vehicle,  with  cane  sides  and 
a  roof  covered  with  hides.  The  body  was 
balanced  upon  two  prodigiously  high  wheels, 
for  the  convenience  of  passing  through  rivers. 
The  other  vehicle  was  a  long  coach,  called 
a  galera,  and  resembled  a  modern  omni- 
bus ;  the  seats  ran  lengthwise,  and  the  door 
was  at  the  end.  To  each  of  these  carriages 
there  were  four  horses,  and  a  postilion  to 
each  horse.  Such  is  the  ordinary  equip- 
ment of  travellers  upon  the  pampas. 

The  post-houses  upon  the  road  were 
miserable  tenements,  generally  of  mud,  and 
affording  scanty   accommodation.     The  lazy 
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inhabitants  seem  to  offer  the  commonest 
civility  with  reluctance  or  languid  indiffer- 
ence. We  occasionally  met  with  huts  in- 
habited by  squalid  Indians,  who  seemed 
sunk  in  indolence  and  apathy.  They  were 
nearly  naked,  yet  they  possessed  a  gentle 
and  kindly  character.  The  herds  of  cattle 
upon  the  plains  furnish  them  abundance  of 
meat,  and  they  parted  with  it  freely,  seem- 
ing to  be  almost  indifferent  whether  they 
received  compensation  or  not. 

At  the  end  of  twenty  days,  we  reached 
the  verge  of  the  pampas,  and  now  began 
to  ascend  the  highlands,  which  rise  by 
gradations,  for  the  distance  of  nearly  two 
hundred  miles,  at  the  foot  of  the  Andes. 
Industriously  pursuing  our  journey,  we  rose 
step  by  step,  and  at  last  reached  a  village 
situated  in  a  deep  gorge  at  the  foot  of 
mountains  that  seemed  to  reach  the  skies. 
Here  we  sold  our  horses,  and  purchased 
mules,  these  animals  being  considered  safer 
in  climbing  the  dizzy  precipices  over  which 
our  road  now  lay. 

Being  duly  equipped,  and  having  rested 
three  days,  we  departed,  and  began  to  creep 
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up  the  frowning  battlements  of  the  Ancles. 
Sometimes  we  seemed  lost  in  the  deep  and 
dark  ravines  :  sometimes  we  threaded  our 
way  amid  rocks  that  lifted  their  shaggy 
pinnacles  over  our  heads,  and  seemed  to 
threaten  us  with  destruction  ;  and  sometimes 
we  reached  a  lofty  peak,  from  which  we 
could  see  the  rugged  valley  stretched  out 
behind,  and  still  loftier  pinnacles  rising  up 
to  the  heavens  in  front.  How  striking  the 
contrast  between  these  savage  mountains  and 
the  level  prairie !  —  yet  the  emotions  they 
excited  were  nearly  the  same.  The  same 
overpowering  sense  of  vastness  in  nature,  the 
same  oppressive  sense  of  my  own  insignifi- 
cance, visited  me  here,  as  upon  the  pampas. 
There  was,  indeed,  something  exhilarating  in 
the  mountain  air ;  and  the  consciousness  of 
danger,  frequently  experienced  as  we  wound 
along  the  edges  of  the  mountains  with  a 
yawning  chasm  of  five  hundred  feet  below, 
imparted  something  of  a  romantic  interest 
to  our  journey.  The  scenery,  too,  was 
often  amazingly  grand ;  and  when  at  last  we 
reached  the  base  of  the  highest  ridge  of  the 
Andes,  and  I  gazed  upon  its  glittering  peaks. 
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covered  with  everlasting  snow,  T  experienced 
a  sensation  which  I  shall  never  forget. 
They  seemed  indeed  like  bluish-white  clouds 
piled  up  to  the  very  heavens.  They  appeared 
like  the  ghosts  of  mountains,  dreamy  and 
mistlike,  rather  than  those  eternal  barriers 
of  snow-capped  granite  which  they  really  are. 
Winding  for  several  days  along  the  de- 
vious path,  amid  the  wilderness  of  rocky 
peaks  and  cliffs,  we  began  to  emerge  from  the 
labyrinth,  and  the  western  slope  of  the  An- 
des soon  opened  before  us.  Creeping  down 
a  succession  of  ridges,  we  finally  reached 
the  undulating  plain,  and,  from  an  eminence, 
we  caught  a  distant  view  of  the  Pacific. 
Proceeding  through  a  country  of  great  fer- 
tility, I  arrived  at  the  place  of  our  desti- 
nation, thankful  indeed  that  I  had  reached 
it  in  safety. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

VALPARAISO  INQUIRIES  DEPARTURE  DES- 
ERT OF  ATACAMA A  FEARFUL  SCENE. 

I  FOUND  the  city  of  Valparaiso  to  be  much 
smaller  than  its  commercial  importance  had 
led  me  to  suppose.  It  is  the  chief  port  on 
the  western  coast  of  America.  From  this 
point,  the  principal  commerce  is  carried  on 
with  the  islands  of  the  Pacific  and  the  coast 
of  Asia.  Indeed,  Valparaiso  is  the  centre 
of  trade  in  this  quarter  of  the  world.  Still, 
at  the  time  I  was  there,  more  than  twenty 
years  ago,  its  population  did  not  exceed 
fifteen  thousand.  In  1822,  it  suffered  from 
a  dreadful  earthquake;  but  it  has  now  in- 
creased, and,  since  the  independence  of  Chili, 
it  has  become  even  more  important  than  in 
former  times.  It  is  built  along  a  bending 
beach,  at  the  foot  of  a  high  bluff*  which 
overlooks  the  town.  The  buildings  are 
ornamented  with  piazzas,  painted  with  dif- 
ferent colors,  giving  the  place  a  very  lively 
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appearance.  The  present  number  of  in- 
habitants is  about  twenty-five  thousand. 

It  may  well  be  believed  that  the  business 
w^hich  brought  me  to  this  place  engrossed 
my  thoughts,  and  that,  immediately  after  my 
arrival,  I  began  to  devote  my  attention  to  it. 
I  delivered  the  letters  of  introduction  I  had 
brought,  and  pursued  my  inquiries,  in  rela- 
tion to  my  uncle,  in  the  channels  which  had 
been  pointed  out.  To  my  great  mortification, 
I  soon  found  that  he  was  not  in  Valparaiso. 

The  only  clew  I  could  obtain  which 
seemed  to  oflfer  the  least  chance  of  his  dis- 
covery, was,  that  a  man  bearing  the  Span- 
ish name  of  Signor  Morales  had  come  to 
this  city  some  fifteen  years  before.  He 
engaged  in  commerce,  and,  being  a  man  of 
enterprise,  was  very  successful,  and  speedily 
amassed  a  large  estate.  Suddenly,  and 
without  any  known  cause,  he  became  poor, 
closed  his  business,  and  lived  a  life  of  seclu- 
sion. At  last  he  disappeared,  and  no  one 
seemed  to  know  with  certainty  whither  he 
had  gone. 

I  found  various  rumors  respecting  him. 
One  person  said  he  had  gone  to  the  neigh- 
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boring  island  of  Juan  Fernandez,    and  now 
lived  there  alone  as  Alexander  Selkirk   had 


Alexander  Selkirk. 

done  before  him.  I  was  told  by  another 
that  he  had  become  a  friar,  and  lived  as  a 
hermit  near  the  foot  of  one  of  the  snow-cap- 
ped mountains  of  the  Andes.  Another  story 
was,  that  the  mysterious  merchant  had  gone 
12 
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to  Potosi,  where  he  had  purchased  a  silver 
mine  and  become  immensely  rich. 

Amid  these  various  rumors,  one  thing  only 
seemed  to  be  clear,  —  and  this  was,  that  the 
individual  to  whom  they  related  was  in 
fact  my  uncle.  The  description  of  his  per- 
son, manners,  and  appearance,  was  exact. 
Every  thing  else,  however,  was  uncertain.  It 
seemed  probable,  indeed,  that  he  had  him- 
self set  afloat  the  contradictory  rumors  as 
to  his  residence,  with  a  view  of  concealing 
his  real  abode. 

I  remained  several  months  at  Valparaiso, 
following  out  every  suggestion  that  seemed 
to  offer  a  clew  to  the  object  of  my  search. 
At  last  there  appeared  some  reason  to  sup- 
pose that  the  story  of  my  uncle's  being  at 
Potosi  was  not  altogether  without  founda- 
tion. Faint,  indeed,  was  the  hope  thus 
offered;  but  in  the  absence  of  every  other, 
I  determined  to  visit  that  celebrated  place. 
My  guide  across  the  pampas  had  continued 
with  me ;  and,  again  setting  out  on  horse- 
back, we  laid  our  course  for  Southern  Peru, 
a  country  which  is  now  known  by  the  title 
of  Bolivia. 
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The  road  led  to  tjic  north,  and  lay  at  a 
distance  of  sixty  or  seventy  miles  from  the 
ocean.  For  the  most  part  we  travelled  over 
a  wavy  table-land,  nearly  a  thousand  feet 
above  the  level  of  the  sea.  On  our  right 
lay  the  mighty  range  of  the  Andes ;  on  our 
left,  the  almost  boundless  Pacific.  The 
country  was  thinly  settled,  there  being  here 
and  there  a  small  village,  or,  more  fre- 
quently, the  villa  of  some  Spanish  planter. 
The  country  was  exceedingly  fertile,  and  the 
cattle  seemed  as  abundant  as  upon  the  prai- 
ries of  Buenos  Ayres.  As  we  rode  along, 
the  grass,  now  in  its  fullest  bloom,  frequently 
concealed  the  pasturing  herds  from  view, 
and  often,  as  we  rode  along,  the  coarse 
herbage  seemed  to  form  a  wall  on  either 
side  of  the  path,  rising  even  as  high  as  my 
head.  Never  have  I  seen  a  more  lovely 
chmate,  or  a  more  fruitful  soil. 

Though  we  met  with  few  adventures,  our 
journey  was  delightful.  In  ten  days,  we 
approached  the  celebrated  desert  of  Atacama, 
which  stretches  four  hundred  and  fifty  miles 
along  the  Pacific,  and  forms  the  maritime 
district  of  the    present   republic  of  Bolivia. 
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Upon  this  spot,  as  if  it  were  deserted  of 
Heaven,  the  rain  never  falls,  and  it  is  accord- 
ingly given  up  to  everlasting  blight  and 
desolation.  It  is  a  sandy  waste,  and  is  not 
only  destitute  of  vegetation,  but  it  is  said 
that  no  animal  —  not  even  a  spider,  a  cricket, 
or  a  worm  —  is  found  throughout  its  vast 
extent. 

Our  road,  for  two  days,  lay  along  the 
verge  of  this  waste.  It  seemed  marked  with 
a  peculiar  aspect  of  solitude  and  desertion. 
No  word  can  express  the  emotions  which  it 
suggested,  but  death!  Neither  life,  nor 
motion,  nor  verdure,  was  visible  throughout 
its  measureless  bosom.  No  sound  seemed 
to  stir  the  atmosphere,  in  that  region  of 
silence.  I  paused  as  we  rode  over  its  sur- 
face ;  and  such  was  the  absolute  void  of 
nature  —  such  the  settled  silence  of  the 
very  atmosphere  —  that  I  felt  oppressed,  and 
moved  forward,  to  throw  off  a  feeling  that 
my  heart  would  cease  to  beat  in  the  midst 
of  this  pulseless  creation. 

Taking  leave  of  the  desert,  our  course 
turned  more  to  the  eastward,  and  we  be- 
gan to  enter  a  more  mountainous  territory. 
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One  evening,  as  the  sun  went  down,  we 
saw  before  us  a  lofty  peak,  covered  with 
snow.  From  its  top  issued  a  perpendicular 
column  of  dark  smoke,  which,  at  the  ele- 
vation of  a  few  hundred  feet,  expanded  into 
a  thin  cloud.  Its  shape  was  that  of  a 
pine  tree,  divested  of  branches,  except  at 
the  top. 

We  knew  this  mountain  to  be  a  volcano, 
and  we  gazed  upon  it  with  intense  interest. 
We  soon  arrived  at  a  small  village,  and 
took  up  our  lodgings  for  the  night.  Being 
greatly  fatigued,  I  retired  early  to  bed,  and 
was  speedily  wrapped  in  profound  repose. 
I  was  at  length  awaked  by  a  violent  shaking, 
and  the  most  terrific  sounds  I  ever  heard. 
I  sprang  out  of  bed,  and  rushed  to  the 
window.  The  whole  heavens  seemed  to 
be  on  fire,  and  as  I  caught  a  view  of  the 
volcanic  peak,  I  perceived  that  it  was  vom- 
iting forth  torrents  of  lava,  smoke,  and  flame. 
The  inhabitants  of  the  village  were  already 
in  the  street,  and  seemed  to  be  frantic  with 
alarm,  if  not  despair.  I  hurried  on  my 
clothes,  and  descended  also  to  the  street. 

The  volcano  was   in  full   blast,   rumbling 
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to  its  foundation,  and  keeping  up  at  its 
mouth  a  roaring  sound,  like  the  continued 
discharge  of  artillery.  Amid  the  columns  of 
black  smoke  that  rose  to  the  sky,  hundreds 
of  rocks,  red  with  heat,  seemed  shot  up- 
ward, like  blazing  rockets,  while  the  molten 
lava  —  a  river  of  fire  —  was  seen  pouring 
over  the  edge  of  the  crater,  and  making  its 
way  toward  the  village.  But  this  was  not 
the  greatest  danger.  The  thick  masses  of 
snow  and  ice,  around  the  peak  of  the  cra- 
ter, were  melted,  and  roaring  torrents  were 
already  bursting  down  the  declivity. 

The  confused  sound  of  the  raging  waters 
was  audible,  even  amid  the  thunder  that 
shook  the  fabric  of  the  mountains.  The 
valley  was  situated  in  a  gorge,  through  which 
the  river  must  pour  its  flood.  Conscious 
of  the  peril,  the  people  were  preparing  for 
flight.  But  the  danger  was  even  more  near 
at  hand  than  was  anticipated.  While  I 
stood  gazing  at  the  sublime  pinnacle  of 
the  volcano,  I  heard  a  rush  at  a  little  dis- 
tance, and  suddenly  I  perceived  the  tum- 
bUng  waters  gushing  between  the  houses  and 
filling  the  narrow  street.     Most  of  the  peo- 


DI^K    BOLDIIERO.  143 

pie  had  already  fled,  and  I  followed  in  their 
train.  Scarcely  had  we  reached  a  rocky 
eminence  on  the  side  of  an  adjacent  ridge, 
when  the  whole  village  was  engulphed,  and 
speedily  swept  away. 

So  sudden  had  been  the  alarm,  so  rapid 
our  retreat,  that  I  had  not  saved  a  single 
article,  except  the  clothes  upon  my  back. 
My  own  horse,  as  well  as  that  of  my  guide, 
with  every  particle  of  baggage,  money,  pa- 
pers, letters  —  every  vestige  was  swallowed 
up  by  the  inundation.  I  was  even  uncertain 
of  the  fate  of  my  guide,  till  at  last  I  dis- 
covered him,  half  wild  with  terror,  amid 
the  throng  that  had  now  gathered  upon  the 
cliff. 

During  the  remainder  of  the  night,  the 
volcano  remained  in  violent  agitation,  and 
the  swollen  torrent  of  water  continued  to 
flow  down  its  side  and  sweep  over  the  buried 
village.  One  by  one,  the  people  departed 
to  seek  shelter  at  a  small  town  about  two 
miles  distant ;  and  when  morning  came,  find- 
ing no  hope  of  recovering  my  horse  or 
baggage,  I  followed  the  rest,  and  took  up 
my  lodgings  at  the  post-house. 
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CHAPTEPc   XIV. 

TROUBLES JOURNEY   CONTINUED THE   CON- 
DOR   ARRIVAL   AT   POTOSI. 

My  situation  was  now  in  the  highest 
degree  embarrassing  and  painful.  I  was  at 
least  three  hundred  miles  from  Potosi,  and, 
excepting  a  small  piece  of  gold,  and  a  few 
dollars  in  silver,  which  I  happened  to  have 
in  my  pocket,  —  in  all  amounting  to  about 
seven  dollars,  —  I  was  absolutely  destitute  of 
money.  I  was  in  the  midst  of  strangers, 
and  had  no  means  of  obtaining  credit,  by 
which  I  might  repair  my  losses.  I  spent 
two  or  three  days  in  walking  up  and  down 
the  river  which  had  swept  away  our  horses 
and  baggage ;  but  the  torrent  continued  to 
increase  rather  than  subside,  and  had  now 
the  aspect  of  a  permanent  river.  Not  the 
slightest  hope  therefore  was  presented  of 
retrieving  our  fortunes.  No  alternative  was 
offered  but  to  make  our  way  to  Potosi  on 
foot. 
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No  sooner  was  my  resolution  taken  than 
I  departed,  still  accompanied  by  Balbo,  my 
Indian  guide.  When  I  was  once  again  in 
action,  my  spirits  rose,  and  with  a  cheerful 
heart  I  pursued  my  way  over  the  rugged 
country  that  lay  before  me.  For  several 
days,  the  tall  pyramidal  top  of  the  smoking 
volcano  was  in  view,  and  indeed,  as  w^e 
proceeded,  it  seemed  to  lift  its  head  above 
the  surrounding  mountains,  as  if  to  watch 
us,  or  to  keep  us  company.  It  was  not 
till  we  had  travelled  a  distance  of  more  than 
forty  miles  that  it  began  to  dwindle  in  the 
distance,  and  sink  down  amid  the  mountain 
peaks  that  encircled  it. 

It  was  a  beautiful  season,  and  on  every 
side  there  were  objects  to  attract  my  atten- 
tion. The  strange  but  gorgeous  flowers  that 
were  scattered  in  profusion  on  every  hand ; 
the  gaudy  birds ;  the  contrast  between  the 
mountain  scenery  on  one  side,  and  the  wa- 
ving plain,  marked  with  cultivation,  on  the 
other,  —  afforded  constant  topics  for  observa- 
tion and  reflection.  No  very  remarkable 
incidents  occurred,  yet  there  were  passages 
in  our  journey  which  were  by  no  means 
13 
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devoid  of  interest.     We  met  with  no  towns, 
and  few  villages. 


Indians  of  Peru. 

The  Indians  constituted  the  chief  inhabit- 
ants upon  the  route.  These  were  marked 
with  a  peculiar  character  of  gentleness,  and 
their  hospitality  was  unbounded.  They  al- 
lowed us  freely  to  share  in  whatever  food 
they  possessed,  and  would  seldom  accept  of 
payment.  Their  houses  were  of  the  simplest 
materials,  consisting  of  poles  set  upright  in 
the  ground,  the  sides  and  roof  being  firmly 
thatched  with  palm  leaves.  Their  furniture 
was  rude  and  scanty.  They  seemed  to  sail 
down  the  stream  of  life,  resigning  themselves 
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with  easy  indolence  to  its  current.  They 
had,  most  of  them,  some  cattle,  and  milk 
furnished  a  leading  article  of  their  food. 

In  one  instance,  we  met  with  an  exci- 
ting adventure.  As  we  were  crossing  a 
broken  ridge  of  mountains,  we  perceived  a 
small  animal,  resembling  a  deer,  pursued 
by  a  bird  of  enormous  size.  My  guide  im- 
mediately informed  me  that  the  quadruped 
was  a  vicuna,  and  that  the  pursuer  was  a 
species  of  vulture,  which  is  familiar  to  most 
readers  under  the  name  of  condor.  When 
we.  first  saw  them,  the  vicuna  was  straining 
every  nerve  to  escape,  while  the  condor 
hung  over  his  back,  and  at  every  oppor- 
tunity struck  his  talons  into  his  flesh. 

They  both  swept  by  us  so  close  that 
we  could  distinctly  see  every  feature  of  the 
pursuer  and  pursued.  The  little  quadruped 
was  foaming  at  the  mouth;  his  eye  was  wild 
and  glaring,  and  his  sides  streaming  with 
blood.  The  vulture,  with  his  merciless  gaze 
fixed  upon  his  prey,  held  his  talons  ready 
for  the  blow,  while  he  seemed  to  glance 
through  the  air,  on  his  outspread  wings,  hke 
an  arrow  from  the  bow.     On  they  went,  till 
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at  last  the  vicuna  came  to  a  precipice  of 
nearly  two  hundred  feet  in  depth.  Pressed 
by  his  remorseless  enemy,  he  hesitated  not 
for  a  moment,  but,  taking  the  fatal  leap,  fell 
crushed  and  lifeless  into  the  depths  of  the 
rocky  gorge  beneath.  The  condor  wheeled 
round  and  round,  and  finally  stooped  with 
an  easy  motion  to  partake  of  his  banquet. 
I  had  some  curiosity  to  see  the  monster 
at  his  meal.  After  winding  round  for  a 
considerable  distance,  we  reached  the  bot- 
tom of  the  ravine.  We  approached  the 
savage  bird,  and  perceived  that  he  had 
already  commenced  his  feast.  He  had  torn 
open  the  bowels  of  the  vicuna,  and  seemed 
to  cut  and  rend  the  flesh,  with  his  enor- 
mous beak,  as  easily  as  if  it  had  been  a 
butcher's  knife.  As  we  drew  near,  he 
glared  upon  us  fiercely,  and  seemed  to  de- 
liberate for  a  moment  whether  he  should 
not  repel  the  unwelcome  intrusion.  Find- 
ing us  not  disposed  to  retreat,  he  seized 
his  prey  in  his  claws,  and,  beating  his  wings 
with  a  furious  impulse,  rose  heavily  upon 
the  air.  Bending  his  course  slightly  down- 
ward along  the  distant  slope  of   the  moun- 
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tains,  he  continued  for  some  time  in  view, 
and  at  last  disappeared  amid  the  mazes  of 
the  forest. 

Pursuing  our  course  with  dihgence,  we 
now  began  to  ascend  the  mountains  which 
encircle  the  valley  of  Potosi.  Winding  our 
way  through  deep  vales,  and  often  climbing 
along  the  dizzy  edges  of  beetling  cliffs,  we 
reached  the  top  of  the  mountain  range,  and 
looked  down  upon  the  scene  below.  The 
wild  and  rugged  ramparts  which  encircle 
this  famous  city  bear  a  desolate  and  wintry 
aspect.  Scarcely  a  tree  crowns  their  sum- 
mits, and  nothing  but  mosses  and  lichens 
seem  to  flourish  in  the  chill  and  ungenial 
climate.  Yet,  below,  we  could  perceive 
bright  patches  of  vegetation,  seeming  to 
indicate  a  milder  temperature. 

Beginning  now  to  descend,  we  proceeded 
with  caution,  and  were  soon  lodged  in  the 
celebrated  city  of  Potosi. 
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View  of  Potosi. 

CHAPTER  XV. 


POTOSI MINING DEPARTURE. 

Before  1  proceed  with  my  narrative,  I 
must  give  some  little  account  of  the  cele- 
brated town  in  which  I  now  found  myself. 
Potosi  is  situated  within  a  circle  of  moun- 
tains, and  stands  at  the  foot  of  a  lofty  peak 
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which  rises  far  above  the  rest.  In  this  are 
the  rich  mines  of  silver  which  have  given 
such  fame  to  the  place. 

The  number  of  inhabitants  in  Potosi 
was  once  a  hundred  thousand,  but  it  has 
greatly  diminished,  and  the  present  num- 
ber does  not  exceed  fifteen  thousand;  half 
of  which  are  Indians.  The  towns  of  South 
America  are  not  famous  for  their  neatness ; 
in  this  respect,  however,  Potosi  has  the  ad- 
vantage over  most  other  cities  in  this  quarter 
of  the  world.  It  is  the  custom  to  white- 
wash the  houses  on  the  outside,  which  gives 
them  a  cheerful  aspect. 

Potosi  is  very  remarkable  in  several  re- 
spects. In  the  morning  the  air  is  keen 
and  cold,  but  in  the  middle  of  the  day  it 
is  burning  hot.  At  night,  the  cold  returns, 
and  it  seems  almost  as  chill  as  during  our 
New  England  March.  Potosi  is  situated  at 
an  elevation  of  thirteen  thousand  two  hun- 
dred and  sixty-five  feet  above  the  level  of 
the  sea,  and  is  the  highest  inhabited  place 
on  the  face  of  the  globe. 

After  my  arrival  here,  my  first  business 
was   to   despatch   letters    to   my    friends   at 
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Valparaiso  for  a  supply  of  money,  and  let- 
ters of  introduction.  I  then  sallied  forth 
to  take  a  view  of  the  town.  On  my  return, 
I  stated  the  manner  in  which  I  had  lost  my 
baggage,  to  the  landlord  of  the  hotel ;  and 
having  informed  him  that  I  had  come  on 
important  business,  requested  him  to  supply 
me  with  such  articles  as  I  needed  till  I  could 
obtain  remittances.  The  man  looked  in  my 
face  with  a  gaze  of  amazement,  and  then 
laughed  outright  at  what  he  deemed  my 
brazen   impudence  ! 

I  was,  in  fact,  miserably  clad,  and  my 
servant  was  worse  off  than  myself.  We 
looked,  indeed,  like  a  couple  of  vagabonds ; 
and  though  I  was  at  first  angry,  I  did  not 
think  the  conduct  of  the  landlord  unreason- 
able when  I  reflected  upon  the  whole  matter. 
But  what  was  to  be  done?  I  was  out  of 
money,  and  totally  unknown  to  every  body 
in  the  place.  It  was  necessary  to  do  some- 
thing for  immediate  support ;  and  I  therefore 
determined  that  my  guide,  Balbo,  should 
go  to  work  in  the  mines,  if  I  could  get  him 
a  place,  hoping  that  he  would  obtain  the 
means  of  subsistence  for  us  both. 
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Every  body  has  heard  how  the  silver  mines 
of  Potosi  were  discovered.  An  Indian  hunt- 
er was  pursuing  a  vicuna  up  the  slope  of  the 
mountain.  In  order  to  aid  his  ascent,  he 
seized  upon,  a  small  tree.  This  gave  way, 
and  beneath  its  roots,  he  saw  a  shining  mass 
of  silver.  This  occurred  three  hundred 
years  ago,  and  since  that  time,  more  than 
a  thousand  miUions  of  dollars  have  been 
taken  from  the  mines  in  the  mountain  where 
this  accidental  discovery  was  made. 

I  had  heard  the  story  of  the  Indian  hunter, 
and  fancied  that  silver  in  Potosi  was  almost 
as  abundant  as  common  earth.  When  I 
reached  the  mines,  however,  I  found  the 
fact  to  be  otherwise.  The  openings  to  these 
mines  are  small  holes,  which  are  entered  by 
getting  down  upon  the  hands  and  knees.  In 
this  manner,  you  crawl  along  for  a  number 
of  yards,  when  the  space  widens,  and  you 
are  able  to  stand  upright.  There  are  a  great 
many  of  these  shafts,  and  some  of  them 
penetrate  to  a  considerable  distance  into  the 
bowels  of  the  mountain.  The  silver  ore  is 
found  in  veins ;  and  in  following  these,  the 
miners  have  wrought  out   irregular  winding 
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caverns,  sometimes  ascending  and  again  de- 
scending. They  work  by  blasting  the  rock 
with  gunpowder.  The  ore,  thus  broken  off, 
is  carried  out  in  the  leathern  aprons  of  the 
workmen. 

Most  persons  have  no  other  than  pleasant 
ideas  in  regard  to  silver;  but  if  they  could 
see  the  miserable  Indians  toiling  in  the 
mines,  shut  out  from  the  light  of  day,  grimed 
with  soot  and  gunpowder,  and  haggard  from 
the  want  of  pure  air,  —  and  all  to  obtain  this 
precious  metal  —  they  would  ever  after  feel 
that  even  this  is  purchased  at  almost  too 
dear  a  rate. 

I  was  not  a  little  shocked  and  disgusted 
to  observe  the  severe  and  painful  toil 
required  at  the  mines.  After  the  ore  is 
obtained,  it  is  broken  into  pieces  about  the 
size  of  a  hen's  egg.  It  is  then  put  into  a 
mill,  and  reduced  to  powder.  In  this  state, 
it  is  mixed  with  salt  and  quicksilver,  and 
remains  fifteen  days.  By  this  time  the  sil- 
ver has  become  mixed  with  the  quicksilver. 
The  earthy  particles  are  then  washed  away, 
and  the  silver  is  separated  from  the  quick- 
silver  by  squeezing.     Such  is  the  laborious 
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process  of  mining ;  yet,  notwithstanding  the 
severe  nature  of  the  occupation,  I  found 
the  wages  to  be  but  fifteen  cents  a  day ! 
The  urgency  of  the  case  conquered  my  feel- 
ings, and  I  agreed  that  Balbo  should  go  to 
work  the  next  day. 

This  he  accordingly  did,  and  I  found  that, 
by  the  utmost  economy,  we  could  both  of 
us  subsist  upon  his  earnings.  I  was  now 
at  leisure  to  pursue  my  inquiries  in  rela- 
tion to  the  object  of  my  journey.  It  is 
unnecessary  to  detail  the  careful  investiga- 
tion that  I  made,  or  to  say  with  what  anx- 
iety I  pursued  my  search.  I  may  sum  up 
the  whole  in  stating  that  my  uncle  was  not 
in  Potosi,  and  that  if  he  had  ever  been 
there,  he  had  removed  to  some  other  part 
of  th€  country  at  least  three  years  before. 

At  the  end  of  two  months,  I  expected 
an  answer  from  Valparaiso,  but  none  was 
received ;  and  after  two  months  more  I  was 
forced  to  adopt  the  conclusion  that  my  let- 
ters had  miscarried,  or  my  correspondents 
had  refused  to  comply  with  my  request. 
My  situation  was  again  in  the  highest  de- 
gree embarrassing.     After  revolving  a  great 
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many  schemes  in  my  mind,  I  determined 
to  join  a  company  of  merchants  who  were 
going  at  this  time  to  Quito.  I  offered 
myself  as  a  mule-driver,  and  Balbo  as  a  ser- 
vant. Both  were  accepted,  and  we  speed- 
ily set  forward.  I  have  not  space  to  detail 
the  incidents  of  this  journey  of  more  than 
fifteen  hundred  miles  in  length.  My  story 
has,  perhaps,  already  extended  beyond  the 
patience  of  the  reader.  It  will  be  enough 
to  say,  that,  after  travelling  over  mountains 
and  plains,  and  beholding  some  of  the  most 
sublime  scenery  in  the  world,  we  reached 
the  capital  of  Ecuador. 
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View  of  Chimhorazo  from  Quito. 

CHAPTER   XVI. 

QUITO VOYAGE     DOWN     THE     AMAZON AN    IN- 
TERESTING    STRANGER CLOSE     OF    MY     LONG 

STORY REFLECTIONS. 


There  are  few  places  in  the  world  more 
remarkable  than  Quito.  It  lies  nearly  under 
the  equator,  yet,  being  more  than  nine  thou- 
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sand  feet  above  the  level  of  the  sea,  it  has 
a  climate  like  that  of  our  June  during  the 
whole  year.  The  face  of  nature  seems  to 
be  covered  with  perpetual  bloom.  While 
some  of  the  people  are  sowing  their  wheat, 
others  are  harvesting  theirs. 

The  city  of  Quito  is  itself  built  upon  the 
skirt  of  the  volcanic  mountain  of  Pichinca. 
It  is  a  fine  city,  with  many  elegant  buildings, 
though  the  streets  are  irregular,  and  arches 
are  frequently  necessary  in  order  to  cross 
the  yawning  chasms  created  by  the  eruptions 
of  the  mountain. 

In  a  southerly  direction,  at  the  distance 
of  about  a  hundred  miles,  is  the  celebrated 
peak  of  Chimborazo.  It  is  twenty-one  thou- 
sand four  hundred  and  forty  feet  in  height, 
and  is  capped  with  everlasting  snow.  In  a 
clear  day,  I  could  see  this  sublime  moun- 
tain, seeming  like  a  thin  blue  cloud,  and 
appearing  almost  to  blend  with  the  distant 
sky.  I  had  now  given  up  every  hope  of 
meeting  with  my  uncle,  and  thought  only 
of  finding  my  way  back  to  Guiana.  An 
opportunity  was  soon  offered  for  setting  out 
on   my    return.       Three    Spanish   travellers 
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were  about  to  proceed  to  Assumption,  on 
the  Pilcomayo,  and  then  descend  the  Ama- 
zon to  its  mouth.  Balbo  and  myself  were 
engaged  as  servants,  and  we  speedily  set 
forward. 


Llama. 

We  crossed  the  mountains  on  mules, 
sometimes  employing  llamas  for  carrying  our 
baggage.  These  animals  are  about  twice  the 
size  of  the  sheep,  and  have  a  gentleness  of 
character  that  seems  to  win  kindness  from 
every  one.  They  have  indeed  one  habit 
which  seems  incompatible  with  their  general 
course  of  non-resistance ;  for  if  you  offend 
them,  they  will  spit  in  your  face  !  Yet  they 
cannot  endure  chastisement.  They  will  per- 
form the  utmost  labor  of  which  they  are 
capable ;  but  if  you  strike  them,  in  order  to 
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urge  them  beyond  this,  they  will  lie  down 
and  die. 

In  a  fortnight  we  reached  the  small 
town  of  Assumption.  We  here  embarked 
upon  the  Amazon  in  a  boat,  being  liberally 
provided  with  every  thing  needful  for  our 
voyage. 

After  a  diversity  of  incidents,  we  reached 
the  town  of  Barra,  just  below  the  point 
where  the  Rio  Negro  enters  the  Amazon. 
We  here  parted  with  our  bateau,  and,  join- 
ing some  other  travellers,  hired  a  larger  craft 
and  proceeded  on  our  way.  The  weather 
was  exceedingly  hot,  and  several  of  our 
company  were  taken  sick,  and  the  Spaniard 
in  whose  service  I  was  engaged  died  of 
fever.  Proceeding  to  the  shore,  which  at 
this  point  was  occupied  with  impenetrable 
forests,  we  made  a  grave  in  the  earth,  and 
left  the  body  to  its  solitary  repose. 

Among  the  strangers  who  had  joined  us 
at  Barra,  was  a  gentleman  who  appeared 
marked  with  care  and  bowed  with  years. 
He  was  now  among  the  sick,  and  I  was 
engaged  as  his  attendant.  He  had  caught 
the  fever  common  to  this  climate,  and  it 
14 
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seemed  rapidly  advancing  to  its  crisis.  We 
had  no  physician  on  board,  but  the  stranger 
seemed  competent  to  give  directions,  and 
these  I  scrupulously  followed.  At  last  we 
came  to  a  small  settlement  on  the  banks 
of  the  river,  and  he  concluded  to  be  set 
on  shore,  in  order  to  obtain  medical  aid, 
and  have  the  comforts  necessary  to  his  con- 
dition. I  went  with  him  to  his  lodgings, 
and  saw  him  placed  in  his  new  quarters. 

I  had  felt  an  interest  in  him  from  the 
beginning ;  and  I  now  offered  to  continue 
with  him,  at  the  same  time  expressing  my 
desire  to  return  to  Paramaribo.  The  name 
seemed  to  excite  his  curiosity,  and  he  looked 
me  steadily  in  the  face  for  a  moment.  "  Are 
you  going  to  Paramaribo?"  said  he.  I  re- 
plied in  the  affirmative.  ^'  I  was  going 
thither  myself,"  said  he,  "but  I  may  never 
reach  that  place.  Take  this,  young  man, 
and  on  your  arrival,  deliver  it  according  to 
its  address."  He  then  handed  me  a  par- 
cel, and,  as  I  took  it,  I  saw  upon  it  the 
name  of  M.  Scager. 

At  this  moment  an  agitating  thought  took 
possession  of  my  mind.     "Who  —  what  is 
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this  stranger?  May  it  not,  after  all,  be  the 
individual  whom  I  have  sought  so  long  ? '' 
Struck  with  this  suggestion,  I  gazed  at  the 
sick  man  with  such  intensity  as  to  attract 
his  attention.  "  What  is  the  matter,  young 
man?"  said  he.  "Oh,  tell  me,  sir,  tell 
me  your  name.  For  heaven's  sake  tell  me 
your  name ! "  said  I.  The  stranger  rose  from 
his  pillow,  and  with  a  startled  aspect  de- 
manded, "Why  this  curiosity?  What  mean 
these  questions  ? " 

"Pray,  sir,"  said  I,  "are  you  not  my 
uncle  ?  "  The  sick  man  leaned  back  upon 
his  pillow,  and  with  a  broad  smile  upon 
his  countenance,  as  if  I  had  said  something 
exceedingly  ludicrous,  replied,  "I  think  not: 
but  what  is  your  name  ?  "  "  Richard  Bold- 
hero,"  said  I.  The  stranger  once  more  rose 
from  his  pillow,  saying,  "Indeed!  indeed! 
Richard  Boldhero?"  "Yes,  yes,"  said  I; 
"  and  yoti  are  my  father's  brother.  I  know 
you  now.     You  are  indeed  my  uncle  ! " 

I  need  not  describe  the  remainder  of  the 
scene.  The  object  of  my  long  search  was 
found.  For  seven  weeks  I  watched  by  his 
bedside,    during   which    period    he    seemed 
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hovering  betwixt  life  and  death.  By  slow 
degrees  he  recovered,  and  in  due  time  we 
took  passage  down  the  river,  and  at  last 
reached  its  mouth.  T  had  now  traversed 
nearly  the  whole  length  of  this  giant  stream 
— a  distance  of  about  three  thousand  five 
hundred  miles. 

At  Mazago  we  took  passage  in  a  brig  for 
Paramaribo,  and  in  two  weeks  we  reached 
that  place.  During  our  voyage,  my  uncle 
gave  me  an  account  of  his  life  after  his 
departure  from  thence.  He  had  settled  for 
a  time  at  Valparaiso,  and  had  acquired  a 
considerable  amount  of  property.  This  he 
converted  into  cash,  and  remitted  it  to  Mr. 
Hartley,  for  the  purpose  of  discharging  his 
debts,  as  we  have  already  related.  Since 
that  period,  he  had  led  an  unsettled  life, 
being  engaged  at  different  times  in  various 
enterprises.  Finding  himself  advancing  into 
the  vale  of  years,  a  desire  to  return  to  the 
scenes  of  his  youth  took  possession  of  his 
mind,  and  when  1  met  him,  he  was  on  his 
way  to  fulfil  this  wish.  He  had  not  heard 
of  the  turn  of  fortune  in  his  favor,  but 
considered    his   name   as    still   disgraced   in 
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Paramaribo.  It  may  be  readily  believed  that 
the  information  I  gave  him  brought  back  the 
sunshine  which  had  long  departed  from  his 
bosom. 

I  must  pass  over  my  own  meeting  with 
Mirabel,  as  well  as  that  of  her  father.  The 
imagination  of  the  reader  will  doubtless  do 
better  justice  to  the  scene  than  any  words 
I  can  supply.  I  had  been  absent  a  year  and 
eleven  months,  and  during  that  period  had 
often  suffered  the  deepest  anxiety  for  my 
mother  and  sister.  I  now  found  letters  from 
them  informing  me  that  they  were  well, 
and  enjoying  as  much  happiness  as  their 
humble  condition  would  permit.  In  a  few 
weeks  I  set  out  to  return  to  Connecticut, 
my  uncle  having  promised  soon  to  follow 
me,  and  bring  Mirabel  with  him. 

I  reached  home  in  due  season,  and,  four 
months  after,  his  promise  was  fulfilled.  He 
setded  at  Middletown,  having  recovered  a 
sum  of  money  sufficient  to  make  him  wealthy 
from  the  Insurance  Company  that  had  in- 
flicted upon  him  such  gross  injustice  and 
so  many  sorrows.  On  hearing  the  con- 
duct of  Dexter  to  my  father,  he  caused  a 
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suit  to  be  instituted  against  him,  in  the 
course  of  which,  it  was  proved  that  he  had 
been  guilty  of  embezzhng  property  belonging 
to  the  concern.  He  was  obliged  to  pay  a 
large  sum  to  my  mother,  and  his  own  repu- 
tation, which  he  had  built  up  with  such 
hypocritical  care,  was  blasted  forever! 

In  the  course  of  my  life,  viewing  the 
hard  fortune  of  my  father  and  my  uncle,  I 
had  sometimes  distrusted  the  justice  of  Provi- 
dence; but  I  now  saw  that  the  persecutors 
of  both  had  been  made  to  suffer  the  severest 
retribution.  Thus,  although  my  story  may 
teach  no  new  lesson,  it  may  serve  to  enforce 
an  old  one,  viz.,  that  honesty  is  the  best 
policy;  that  though  justice  may  be  delayed 
for  a  time,  it  is  sure  to  overtake  the  trans- 
gressor: and  that  perfidy,  though  success- 
ful for  a  time,  is  punished  by  evils  equal 
to  the  wrong  inflicted. 

Before  closing,  I  ought  perhaps  to  say  a 
word  in  regard  to  the  man  who  met  me  at 
Paramaribo,  and  gave  the  letter  respecting 
my  uncle's  innocence,  which  was  the  founda- 
tion of  all  my  subsequent  success.  I  can  only 
state,  however,  that  I  have  reason  to  believe 
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he  was  one  of  the  sailors  who  leagued  with 
the  captain  for  my  uncle's  ruin,  and  who, 
stricken  with  remorse,  took  this  means  of 
reparation ;  but  I  have  no  certain  evidence 
of  the  fact. 

Having  thus  given  a  brief  account  of  my 
adventures,  I  must  bid  the  reader  farewell, 
only  adding  that  Mirabel  no  longer  calls 
me  cousin,  but  many  years  ago  exchanged 
that  pleasant  title  for  one  of  a  still  dearer 
character. 
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